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NOTICE. 

The error in the paging of the last number of 
PUCK was noticed before it went to press, but 
too late for correction. The present issue is paged 
as it should be; and those who file PUCK for 
binding may place the last number properly as 
No. 235, Vol. X., paged from / to /6, inclusive; 
which paging will be followed in our Index. 





CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


‘I’ seems about time that a decided protest 
should be entered against the people many 
and various who are making President Gar- 

field’s illness an excuse for advertising them- 
selves and their ideas. It was bad enough at 
the first, when ‘Tom, Dick and Harry wrote 
letters of condolence, when Miss Clara Morris 
telegraphed the overflowing sympathy of the 
American stage, when every day brought forth 
five hundred and ninety-nine citizens of Wash- 
ington who had seen Guiteau running about the 
city with assassination in his eye; when every 
little six-for-a-cent politician got himself inter- 
viewed simply to let the public know that he 
saw no political significance in the crime, and 
that he was going to run for Assembly next 
year on the straight tic ket. 
* ” * 

Then came the men with the patent beds 
and the cooling machines and the wines and 
the beef extracts and the other little special 
manufactures which they sent, out of the fullness 
of their hearts, merely to relieve the sufferer 
and have the fact recorded in the newspapers. 
‘Then, as the slow days dragged on, and the 
public mind grew morbidly excited over strange 
bulletins, couched in technical phrases, ap- 
peared the “‘cranks”—the crazy doctors and 
spiritualists and magnetic healers and other 
ghastly mountebanks. Besides these, from the 
first day of the calamity up to the present, we 
have had the disappointed physicians and sur- 
geons who were not called into the case and 
who thought they should have been, and the 
unclassified nuisances who have private sources 
of trustworthy information on the most secret 
matters of the sick-room—all these superfluous 
and objectionable people airing their theories 
and advertising their names in the daily papers. 


* 
* * 


But the infliction seems to be increasing. 
Of late the ‘“‘temperance” folk have arisen— 
surely of all living creatures the most intem- 
perate and extravagant. What occasion have 
they, common-sense asks, to meddle with this 
case? Why, the President’s life has been sus- 
tained for many weeks by the use of alcoholic 
stimulants. And now the “ temperance” camp 
is divided into two parties. 





One party is the | 


fine old straight no-compromise total abstainers 
— every man of whom would overturn nations, 
re-adjust religions, banish science from the 
world and revive the tortures of the Inquisition 
to prevent his neighbor getting a drink of beer. 
These sweet Christians want the use of the 
stimulants stopped short. The other party is 
vastly less brutal and indecent. It shrinks from 
the responsibility of endangering human life, 
and solaces itself with a theory, more ingenious 
than logical, that the stimulants given the Presi- 
dent are simply non-operative, and that the 
prayers of the faithful in some mysterious way 
do the whiskey’s work. 


We can not believe that the respectable 
people of this country are willing to see their 


aan nae meas Se 8 ERS AF Sey | with his Hall, are on hand, and it is very doubt- 


extremists; yet it certainly seems that they need 
some one to speak in their behalf, for these 
maniacs are at present going through their dig- 
nified performances without let or hindrance. 
This is not very surprising, however. It has 
grown to be a matter of convention that when 
a man says he is holy he zs holy, with a holiness 
above that of the man who, being holy, does 
not mention it. Any self-consecrated amateur 
of religion may siand at the crossing of the 
roads and vent his theories; and he will hurl 
back a crushing accusation of blasphemy at 
the level-headed wayfarer who stops to tell him 
that he is talking nonsense. Yet we are sure 
that no sensible man believes for a moment 
that prayer, unassisted by surgical skill, will be 
more efficacious at Washington or Elberon than 
it is in the household of that aggravating 
‘‘ Original Christian” who crops up once a year 
in some rural neighborhood and goes to prison 
for conscience’s sake, having let his wife or his 
child die without further medical aid than the 
laying-on of hands. 
* 

When a few fanatics got up our recent ex- 
traordinary day of fasting and prayer, there 
was scarcely a voice raised for or aga nst it. 
Everyone felt that it was unnecessary, unnat- 
ural, unreasonable. No one dared to say so, for 
fear of being called a blasphemer. It is true, 
Governor Roberts, of Texas, had the pluck to 
refuse to mix church affairs with state; but 
then the most Christian inhabitants of ‘Texas 
abused Governor Roberts in a most unchristian 
way. All the other Governors, being ordered 
by the ministers, in their turn ordered the peo- 
ple to fast and pray, and, by bribing them with 
a bank holiday, got them to make a show of 
so doing. But the great mass of the people did 
neither fast nor pray, knowing quite well that 
their own empty stomachs would not better the 
President’s, and having, perhaps, some nobler 
conception of their creator than that of an 
omniscient and omnipotent being who is wil- 
ling to change the ordered course of his right- 
eous will just because a few thousand extra 
petitions have been, after much canvassing, col- 
lected for a certain day. And the people are 
right. . 


+ + 
*« 


All shades of democracy will be represented 
at the coming State Convention. The rejuven- 
ated Samuel J. Tilden has pretty well disciplined 
after his own fashion his hayseed followers, and 
those in New York who do not owe allegiance to 
‘Tammany; but there are Democrats whom he 
would willingly keep out of the coming delib- 
erations if it were at all possible. ‘The question 
is being spiritedly discussed as to whether the 
veteran John Kelly ought to be admitted to 
represent that very queer body called Tam- 
many Democrats. If we were asked to give 
our decision on the point, we should most de- 
cidedly object to the recognition of Mr. John 
Kelly in any way. He has no claims whatever 
to the gratitude of the party, unless doing his 





best to insure for it certain defeat is anything 
to be thankful for. 


* 

The political party that is anxious to make 
itself useful, has not, as a rule, a very good 
chance of doing so, if it is invariably out of 
power. And yet, Mr. Kelly has entirely hita- 
self to thank for keeping what he playfully 
calls “his party” in the background. Mr, 
Kelly has no right to style himself a Democrat. 
He is a Tammanycrat. A Democrat, in the 
unfortunately accepted sense of the term, is a 
man who ‘‘ works” for the Democratic party, 
and not one who does his best to get it worsted, 
and who organizes private conventions of his 
own, when things do not go to please him. 
But, as usual, and as it ever will be, Mr. John 
Kelly, of ‘tammany Hall, and Mr. Jobn Fox, 


ful if the straight, regular, loyal, orthodox Dem- 
ocrats will be able to keep out either of ‘these 
noisy and superfluous politicians. They and 
their corrupt and miserable Halls are there, 
clamoring for admission. 

* 


* 

According to our idea, there is but one Indian 
policy for Uncle Sam to pursue, and it is a very 
simple one. It was proposed, nearly two years 
ago, in these columns, and we believe that it will 
ultimately have to be adopted. The Indian is 
an utterly useless member of society. He is nut 
a member of society at all, but is just as mucha 
nuisance as a rattlesnake or an alligator. We do 
not encourage rattlesnakes or alligators to annoy 
our citizens, neither should we encourage In- 
dians; and yet we do so all the time under our 
present system. ‘The Indians may sling poetry 
at us, and speak of their inherent right to the 
soil, and so forth, but some fifty millions of 
people, who profess to be civilized, must not be 
put to constant inconvenience to gratify a small 
number of hopeless and impracticable savages, 
There need be no cruelty or brutality in their 
treatment; firmness can be combined with 
kindness. Let there be a real Indian reserva- 
tion of large extent and with good soil; give all 
the Indians to understand, whether hostile or 
otherwise, that they will be obliged to take up 
their residence on it. Some of them would, as 
a matter of course, refuse; then would be the 


opportunity for a genuine Indian war which 


would settle the Indian question forever. Drive 
them into the reservation, if a hundred thou- 
sand men have to be raised to do it, and employ 
the whole United States army to keep them 
there. It would only be the hostile tribes who 
would find themselves in this reservation; and 
if they were all in one place the management of 
them would be easy. Shoot down every Indian 
that attempted to pass the line, and the result 
would be an end of Indian troubles. At any 
rate, we should always know where the elements 
of the trouble were, and they could be kept 
under control. Any other policy is useless, and 
it is about time that Uncle Sam began to find 
it out. 


It will very soon be necessary to have some 
legislation with regard to the nostrums which 
are offered to the public to cure all “the ills 
that flesh is heir to.” As a rule, not a single 
merit that is claimed for these compounds do they 
as a matter of fact possess. And yet millions 
and millions are yearly spent in these almost 
worse than useless things. ‘The business itself 
is very much in the nature of a fraud, because 
the so-called remedies never do what they 
claim to be able to do. We do not see why the 
bulk of patent medicines. should not come un- 
der the adulteration act; and should not all be 
analyzed by government chemists, with the 
analyses printed on the package, so that the 
purchaser would know just what he was using or 
taking, and whether it was likely to be hurtful 
or harmless. 
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THE THUNDERER! 


Puck Interviews the Owner of the 
London ‘* Times.” 


HOW THAT LIVELY SHEET IS EDITED. 


COCOA AND BRITISH JOURNALISM. 














Pumping the Proprietor. 





HIS NOTIONS OF A NEWSPAPER. 





All for 10 Cents. 





The populace of the Eastern states may have 
noticed, last week, a slight depression of the 
North Atlantic coast. The cause may not 
have been generally known at the time; but it 
is now understood to have been the arrival of 
Mr. Walter, of the London 7Zimes, who for the 
second time set foot upon our inferior shores. 
It was this also that produced the extremely hot 
weather of last week—a kind of flush of the at- 
mosphere at the honor done the country. 

A Puck reporter of course interviewed Mr. 
Walter promptly upon his arrival. Puck re- 
porters, as a rule, are not nervous or bashful, 
and this one was the least sensitive of our staff, 
especially selected for this embarrassing duty. 
Yet even this experienced person trembled a 
little as he approached the august presence. 
To his surprise, however, the illustrious stranger 
received him with a condescension that ap- 
proached affability, and kindly deigned to re- 
ply to his questions. 

‘Who is the editor of your paper, Mr. Wal- 
ter?” inquired the reporter, timorously. 

A frown came o’er the stranger’s lofty brow, 
and the audacious interviewer quailed. 

“ American barbarity!’’ murmured Mr. Wal- 
ter at length, in a pitying tone: ‘ young man, 
your question approaches blasphemy. Prob- 
ably you, being of a more or less inferior race, 
cannot see the shocking impropriety of giving 
an editor credit for the work he does; but we 
on the other side of the water have strict ideas 
on that subject. Great heavens, young man! 
what would become of the system of English 
journalism if it were known who was the editor 
of the London Zimes/ Why, suppose he ac- 
quired a reputation and became too exp—exp 
—expecially well known for the sacred privacy 
of the office?” 

“ But what does the editor say to being kept 
in the background all his life?” asked the Puck 
man, 

‘“‘ He likes it, sir, he likes it!’’ emphatically 
returned the great proprietor: “if he don’t, 
we pretty soon get him down to it. There 
isn’t much trouble. All my young journalists 
are brought up to look upon their interests as 
identical with those of the paper, and upon the 
interests of the paper as identical with the in- 
terests of the proprietors, That is the theory 
of impersonal journalism.” 

‘‘What are the duties of your editor, Mr. 
Walter?” 

‘Well, they are of a mixed nature. He has 
to overlook the editorial writers and see that 
they never get off a leader less than a column 
and a quarterin length. There isa penalty for 
that—immediate dismissal.” 

‘* Have you a regular system of punishments 
for editorial delinquencies ?” 

‘‘We have. For instance, as you have pro- 
bably observed, the cocoa advertisements form 
a prominent feature of the paper. We insist 
upon having a cocoa advertisement between 
every two articles. Then we have severe penal- 
ties for direct or simple language. When we 
have occasion to say that a member of the 
House of Lords made a speech while intoxi- 





cated, it is our rule to express the fact some- 
thing after this style: ‘The opinion may, we 
think, be safely advanced without apprehension 


of contravention by those in whose judgement 


the greatest confidence may reasonably be 
placed, that the unpleasant scene, if we do not 
err in so characterizing it, that occurred last 
evening in the upper house of Parliament, when 
a distinguished but still somewhat juvenile mem- 
ber of our hereditary legislative aristocracy ad- 
dressed their lordships, while himself in a state 
of excitement not remotely connected with the 
imbibition of stimulants supposed, perhaps erro- 
neously, to be of an alcoholic nature, was one 
to be, by people of not too exaggerated sensi- 
bility, regretted, if not actually deplored.’” 

‘¢ Good lord!” murmured the Puck reporter: 
““we should say: ‘Senator Smiff was drunk 
again last night and made a speech. He isa 
disgrace to the fifty-leventh Congress.’” 

“Then,” went on the Proprietor: ‘‘ We are 
very particular about having all the proceedings 
of Parliament. If the reporter leaves out the 
fact that Mr. Smith of Biggleborough-super- 
Bimby coughed—off goes the reporter’s head.” 

‘‘ What would happen if one of your staff 
wrote a humorous article ?” 

“‘ Great heavens!” cried Mr. Walter, with an 
involuntary shudder: ‘‘don’t ask me, young 
man, Sucha thing was never heard of! Humor 
is crushed out of all our young men the first 
year they are employed, by putting them in 
charge of the ‘ letters to the editor’ department. 
They have to read ’em all.” 

‘‘ What do you think of this country ?” 

‘Very fair, very fair!” said Mr. Walter, 
amiably. 

“You used,” said the reporter: “to give us 
what might be called bad notices at the time 
when we had our little domestic difficulty. 
Your paper wasn’t fomenting the friendly feel- 
ing between the two nations then, was it ?” 

‘No, sir, no,” returned the Proprietor, med- 
itatively: ‘‘but we hadn’t then realized the 
greatness, the grandeur, I may say—of this 
country from a free-lunch point of view. I 
came over here some time ago, and, ’pon my 
soul, you Americans do make it so comfortable 
for a fellow that I’ve been inclined to encour- 
age you a bit ever since.” 

‘““Your encouragement comes a bit late,” 
ventured the reporter: ‘‘ but—won’t you come 
out and—er—just a little—” 

““Thank you, thank you,” replied the owner 
of the Thunderer: ‘‘1 don’t mind if I do en- 
courage your humble, yet creditable desire to 
be hospitable. Come along.” 

And they went along. 








NOT AT HOME. 


They met at a famous rendezvous 
On a fashionable street in Kalamazous, 
‘The Bank Smashers said: 
‘* 50,000 ahead, 
Please address for the season Box 5 
Timbuctous.” 





SUDDEN EMOTION. 


There was a young man from Bordeaux, 
Who often a-fishing would geaux, 
One day got a bite, 
That startled him quite, 
And he fell in the waters beleaux. 
E. F. G. 





THE PUGNACIOUS HORTICULTURIST. 


A thriving young farmer of Greenwich, 
Who raised nothing else beside speenwich, 
Was made very soor 
By a farmer next door, | 
When they got in a terrible screemich. 
J. H. THOLENs, 





Puckeyings, 
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Mr. SHINKEL says he “ didn’t””—of course 
he didn’t—do much in the way of winning 
races. 





THE Nutmeg State is no more an appropriate 
name for Connecticut. The “Arsenic,” or 
“Graveyard” State would be better. 





THe Home Lawn Hotel at Newtonville, N. 
Y., was burned last Thursday. This opens the 
Summer-Hotel conflagration season. 





THERE has been a corner in Hannibal & 
St. Jo. The last corner Hannibal got into was 
at Zama, about 2085 years ago; but then he 
was not connected with St. Jo. 





DEMOCRATS swept the city of San Francisco 
in the election of last week. They generally 
sweep this city, too, under the charge of the 
Superintendent of Street-cleaning. 





PRESIDENT GALLAWAY says it costs 8.62 
cents to carry a passenger on the elevated roads. 
This is, of course, at ‘‘water” rates. Now, we 
want to know what it would cost “straight.” 





THE Indians’ fall opening has already com- 
menced. How thankful we ought to be that 
we have West Point to keep up a never failing 
supply of prime subjects for the scalping knife. 





Mr. ASHMEAD BaRTLEtT Burpetrr Coutts 
BARTLETT CouTtTs BuRDETT, 7é Bartlett is com- 
ing to this country, as soon as an extension can 
be put on the steamer to accommodate his 
name, 





At the Methodist Ecumenical Council in 
London, a preacher stated that the success of 
Methodism could only be accounted for by the 
fact that it is instinct with the divine spirit of 
life. In this respect, it has not much in com- 
mon with the Greenback party. 





Mr. WALTER, of the London 7imes, says that 
American newspapers are too provincial. Per- 
haps so, but we feel mendacious enough to say 
that English newspapers are entertaining, light 
and brilliant, and give us a perfect idea of 
what is going on in the world. We prefer our 
provincialism. 





THE Rochester Chronicle says that the United 
States Navy has but one ship which can go 
more than twelve miles an hour. The Rochester 
Chronicle is mistaken, All the vessels in the 
U. S. Navy can go much faster than that when 
they are bound for their goal—at the bottom 
of the sea. 

A Miss Cuapin is making, in “rra cola, a 
model of one of Mrs. Victoria’s favorite collies. 
Miss Chapin refuses, however, to accept either 
an Indian shawl or a ‘ Life of the Prince Con- 
sort” in payment, and it is feared that Mrs. 
Victoria will be obliged to pay, out of her own 
pocket, at least three half-crowns for the work. 








Puck’s PosirivE ANSWERS ‘tO IMPERTINENT 
QUESTIONS, 





CUT THIS OUT, 
pin it under the lapel of your coat 
and present the other side suddenly 
to the Fiend who asks you 


Well, What's Fresh ? 
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CHILDREN'S LITERATURE—PAST. — 


THE Goop Boy IN THE OLD-FASHIONED StToRY-BooK. 
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‘A POEM IN THE PROGRAMME. 





A thousand fans are fretting the hot air; 
Soft swells the music of the interlude 
Above the murmurous hum of talk subdued; 
But from the noise withdrawn and from the glare, 
Deep in the shadowy box your coiléd hair 
Gleams golden-bright, with diamonds bedewed; 
Your head is bent; I know your dark eyes brood 
On the poor sheet of paper you hold there, 
That quotes my verses—and I see no more 
That bald-head Plutus by your side. The seas 
Sound in my ears; I hear the rustling pines; 
Catch the low lisp of billows on the shore 
Where once I lay in Knickerbockered ease 
And read to you those then unprinted lines. 
A. H. OaKEs. 











THE SALT OF THE EARTH. 





. New York, September 12th, 1881. - 
To the Editor of PucK—Sir: 

It occurs to me—if I may come into your 
controversy with the gilded youth without meet- 
ing the fate of the third man in that triangular 
duel of Marryatt’s which to the Unsalted of 
my time was most familiar—that in granting 
to your adversary his premises, namely, that 
Push and Cheek are the means chosen by him 
for practical betterment, you overlook a de- 
cidedly weak joint in his arnfor. 

The alternate bass and falsetto of the Un- 
salted organ may weary the ears of railway 
travelers, and bore hapless sojourners at water- 
ing-places (how the deuce do the Unsalted get 
there on $3 per week? must we adopt the 
postage-stamp theory?) with résumés of the 
editorial opinions of the Weekly Flash, the Bax- 
ter Street bouquet of the Unsalted weed (I 
formed my taste on cigarette tobaccos when the 
Unsalted were content with a bit of red paper 
on the end of a sugar-stick; but I never heard 
of the ‘“‘ Diamond ;”) may wound, in restaurant 
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Puck’s PosiTIvE ANSWERS TO IMPERTINENT 
QUESTIONS. 


) wae | 











| or café, the nostrils of God-fearing and lung- 


respecting devotees of the leaf— indeed in ques- 
tionable resorts the Unsalted’s obstreperous pres- 
ence .nay benefit young men with a bizarre and 
vulgar reflection of their own follies. So much. 
for the chance meetings, the pavement jostlings 
of life; but in the everyday walks, the bread- 
and-butter mill, how is it? 

Unsalted No. 1 is perhaps messenger of the 
15th National, Do you think the note-teller 


| encounters much “ P, & C.”’ from him in bank- 


ing hours? ‘ M. & W.” he may not have, but 
he will get up the best counterfeit presentments 
of that excellent couple that he can muster in 
those times and places when and where he 
really wishes to benefit himself. 

Unsalted No. 2 is, let us say, service clerk of 


_ Messrs. Costes & ‘Taxem, the great law firm. 


Do you think much “ Diamond” smoke floats 
around the office? Hardly. It is blown in the 
hall, sub-rosa, and No, 2 turns quite pale if the 
manager sticks his head out of the door and 
sees it. Where would “P. & C.” be if old 
Costes, on his way to General Term, should 
catch No, 2 in the elevator with his ‘‘ Diamond ?” 
Unnecessarily put to flight quite likely, for old 
Costes’s head would be so full of his brief that 
he would forget for the time that the gorgeous 
No. 2 was an understrapper of his. 

Briefly, the Unsalted are not in positions 
where impudence would help them. They 
know this, and they act upon the knowledge. 
They are not men who have to live by their 
wits—chevaliers a’industrie; but boys in subor- 
dinate and irresponsible situations, where no- 
thing but the strictest attention to the simplest 
of routine duties will avail for their advance- 
ment, 

Inverting the pithy Latin effrontery, they 
‘*see the worse and approve it; they follow the 
better.” They idealize, apotheosize insolence. 
Fortunately for them, the condition of their 
lives afford them scant opportunity for the prac- 
tice of their theories. Let them remember that 
clever blackguards succeed in life, not because, 
but in spite of their blackguardism, through 
the possession of Worth, the substance, be its 
shadow Modesty or ‘‘ P. & C.,’’ it matters little. 

Make my respects to your correspondent of 
this week; I.so far compliment him as to sur- 
mise that the Unsalted, following the example 
of puny youth of old time, have in him hired 
them a bravo out of some Alsatia of Park Row 
to do their fighting for them. 

I have the honor to be, yours with great 


respect 
— CaAPpTaiIN FRACASSE. 





* Chicago pronunciation. 


A PHARMACEUTICAL WIFE. 


RHYMES OF THE DAY. 


SOMETHING GAINED. 





TRIOLET. 


I’ve married a fat pill shaker, 

And she neither will die nor resign, 
Good or handsome I never can make her. 
I’ve married a fat pill-shaker, 

And I wish that the devil would take her, 

O’er my folly I sadly repine. 

I’ve married a fat pill-shaker, 
And she neither will die nor resign. 








With blondes and brunes to toy and flirt 
Is half of life at Saratoga.* 
Despite the sin or psychic hurt— 
' You yield, or else are deemed an ogre. 
I’ve tried to fall in love, I swear! 
And if I couldn’t—more’s the pity. 
But, though I do not rave o’er Claire— 
At least I have forgotten Kitty + 
+ Newport, Campaign 1880, 


LEROUGE. 


A COMPOUND FRACTURE. 

I pressed my darling to my heart, 

And broke my stylographic. 
‘The clock strikes twelve, and we must part. 
I pressed my darling to my heart, 
Of all sweet girls she tackles the tart, 

Her beauty is seraphic. 
I pressed my darling to my heart, 

And broke my stylographic. 


” 


Cc. C. &. 


ENTREATY—A DITTY. 





‘«Come, live with me on my domesne!” 
Quoth the ardent shepherd swesne — 

‘‘ Sweet, a cottage in a lesne; 

Come with me, nor do disdesne, 

Else you'll give me awful pesne; 

Quick, for on cometh the resne, 

And ’t would be a thing insesne 

For us, at last, to lose the tresne.” 


M. H. G. 


ON THE WAR PATH. 





A knife he sharpens at the door, 
A revengeful look is in his eye, 

With a wild yell up the stairs he tore, 
And—cuts a piece of home-made pie. 


GONE BUT NOT FORGOTTEN. 
‘‘The minstrel boy to the war has gone, 
In the ranks of death you'll find him.” 
And in his place, one of Italy’s race 
Plays the harp he left behind him. T. Q. 




































































Tuis 1s “ Bitty THE BITER; OR, THE Boy BuTrcHER” 
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PUCK. 














HIS TURN NOW. 





It was a gaunt and wild-eyed man, 
Who sadly said to me: 

«¢ Where lives, pray tell me, if you can, 
The old man of.the sea ? 


From the great country of the West 
I came but yesterday, 

And, of the sad salt sea in quest, 
I went to Rockaway. 


One chowder and a baked bluefish, 
Two dozen long-necked clams, 

And inany a sweet and tempting dish 
Of melons, wine and yams, 


Two custard-pies of liberal size, 
And untold beer and wine 
Unto the sea most generously 
I threw and bade him dine. 


And now I search for, everywhere, 
The old man of the sea, 

Hoping that he—’tis only fair— 

had 


May, in his turn, treat me! 
MALCOLM DOUGLAS. 








FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 


No. CLXXXIX. 


MALARIA. 

Ya-as, fwom what 
I he-ah on all sides, 
Amerwica must weal- 
ly be a most un- 
healthy place to we- 
side in. People fwe- 
quently wemark, it 
isn’t safe to go to 
such and such a we- 
Y gion or distwict, be- 
cause of the malarwi- 





ah, and then they | 
attwibute any little 
difficulty they may have in the shape of illness | 
to this cause. 
I know that in verwy many twopical parts of | 
the world it is quite the corwect thing to | 
suffah fwom this malady, and even to die of it; | 
but there seems everywhere about this countwy | 
an unnecessarwy and widiculous amount of— | 
aw ~ twouble about the disease. | 
In India, Jack Carnegie says, it is called | 


jungle fevah, and in othah wemote and torwid 
parts of-the world it goes by the name of f-f- 
fevah and ague. He-ah, howevah, they give it 
the extwaordinarwy title of chills and fevah. 

Now, I am not such a fool as not to know 
that wherevah there are many marshy places and 
wich mud, the bweathing of the atmosphere 
in the neighbahwhood is verwy likely to bwing 
on fevah, and, pwobably, make a fellaw shake 
in by no means a moderwate degwee, but ye 
can’t persuade me, ye know, that this aw shake 
and fevah twouble is generwal all ovah the 
countwy. 

People ovahload their stomachs, or dwink 
too many spirwituous cocktails, and then they 
say they have malarwi-ah, and blame the we- 
gion or distwict in which they are living, when 
in weality it is something else and arwises fwom 
their own impwudence. 

I don’t mean to say that ye can’t have ma- 
larwi-ah, Ya-as, one can easily acquire it, if 
he persists in wesiding in a place surwounded 
by impwopah dwainage, but I don’t think the 
naturwal. manufacture and constwuction of 
Amerwica are to be condemned faw that. 

Aw, I wecollect, in Lincolnshire, hearwing a 
gweat deal about this sort of thing. Parts of 
Lincolnshire, ye know, are wathah marshy, and 
yet there are some tolerwably pwetty places 
among the fens. The doctahs tweat their ‘pa- 
tients, who get ill fwom wesiding there, in a 
special mannah. Once severwal of my fwiends 
and—aw—myself were staying at the house of 
my welative, Lord Mexbourwough, and we all 
got devilish quee-ah, The Lincolnshire doctah 
said we were sufferwing fwom the fen fevah, 
but he was quite wong. The twuth was that 
we had been indulging wathah fweely in lobstah 
and cucumbah salad. I merely mention this 


to show how extwemely liable one is to erwah | 


in questions of malarwial fevah. 

The arguments I have had with Mrs. Fitz- 
noodle on this question are simply innumer- 
wable. It was most difficult to fix on a spot to 
weside durwing the summah, because she was 
afwaid, on the boy’s account, of malarwi-ah. 
Even now she says it is everwywhere, and this 
is the pwincipal weason why I make these we- 
marks. 

I quite appwove of the wemoval of the Pwesi- 
dent fwom Washington to Long Bwanch— 
deuced cleverly managed, too. I weally be- 
lieve there is fevah and ague in the atmosphere 
at Washington—especially as it is on the low 
banks of a wivah—the Potomac, aw. 








| And said: 
| Mr. Lover, while courting his Mrs., 
Found her suddenly cool, to his drs, 


RESENT. 





[SEE THE CURRENT NuMBER OF THE Boys’ Own Hair-Raiser.) 


«GIT UP AND GIT.” 
Ha! There’s the sharp biters, the gnat; 
They’ll bite through a boot or a ghat, 
And they bit Mr. Thomas C, Gplatt, 
And they got right up and they gghat. 





OLE KRO.* 


While six scruples make two drachms, 
Joe’d few scruples t’ take six dra(ch)ms 


Of good ‘ Ole Kro,” 
Ah! poor “‘ Ole Joe,” 


He’s now “ catch’d on” by “Ole Jichm Jachms,” 


* A once famous brand of whiskey 





BAD COLD IN HIS HEAD. 
‘«I’be bost gawd frob a code or catarrh!” 
Said ‘‘ Ole Joe,” he came from the barrh— 
‘“* Ad I wet ad I spet by last cet 
For sub rub ad a log dide cigarrh.” *,* 





RUINED BY SUCCESS. 

A female /rés chic was Miss Strahan, 

With tresses exceedingly lahan, 
But a watch-chain she'd braid, 
For each conquest she maid, 

Till at last she was bald as a gahan. 





UNDESERVED IMPRISONMENT. 


I knew a bright burglar, named Ralph, 
Who was jugged, not for cracking the salph; 


But an Irish cop passed— 
‘That copper he sassed, 


Who then clubbed him, and called hima “ thalf.” 


A FEEBLE PRETENSE. 
A troubabour, Percival Clerke, 
Stood twanging his lute in the derke. 
And he struggled to laugh, 
As the pup seized his eaugh, 
Saying, “‘//1s bite is worse than his berke.” 
A. E. W. 


YOU ‘TAKES YOUR CHOICE. 


| A coachman, while driving his Mrs., 
Kr. lips made for sweetest of krs. 


When rebuked by her sr., 
He confessed he had kr., 
‘Sure, I’ve had better than thrs.” 


' She said: ‘‘‘There’s some mr.y 
In your previous hr.y 


Or why on your sleeve carry thrs ? 
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A SAD AFFAIR. 


NONSENSE VERSES. 








There lived a poly-wog, whose home 
Was close beside a log, 

And where the sweet mosquitoes roam, 
He grew into a frog. 

He had no clothes, or Sunday hat, 
No gloves or cane had he, 

But such a famous acrobat 
Fate seldom lets us see. 

ie lived within a sunny lake, 
Where water-lilies grew, 

And the long swims he used to take, 
Were wonderful, yet true. 


And ah! When shone the silver moon, 
And stars were clear and bright, 
Then with a sweet and dulcet tune, 
Would he make glad the night. 
But, oh! A hungry gillie-wig 
Came walking down that way, 
And being an excessive pig, 
Drank water all the day. 
Iie drank so much, he drank so long, 
« Alack, and woe is me,” 
He ended up the bull-frog’s song, 
So very hoarse got he;— 
So very hoarse he grew, because, 
In spite of warnings said, 
In spite of nature’s sundry laws, 
And shakings of the head, 
That gillie-wig, the awful beast, 
He drank the lake quite dry, 
And having had a sumptuous feast, 
Ile did asunder fly. 
There was no summer rain that year, 
And so life quickly fled, 
And left that bull-frog brown and sere, 
And very surely dead. W..F. 








A REPLY TO THE AUTHOR OF 
“POUTING SUE.” 


To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 

When I launched my frail craft upon the 
perilous sea of literature, I little dreamed of 
the numerous annoyances incident upon a 
literary distinction. Every day I am the re- 
cipient of communications enclosing Odes, 
Epics, Pastorals, Sonnets, Idyls and a thousand 
other nondescript forms of versification, re- 
questing a candid opinion of their merits 
and otherwise. Some of them are terrible, 
others terribler, and the majority superlatively 
terriblest. Of course it is impossible tor me to 
attend to them, so I calmly pocket the stamps 
(when they contain any), and pay no further 
attention to the matter. 

This morning, however, I received from a 
friend somewhere in South America a poem, 
accompanied by a letter so earnestly imploring 
a reply, that 1 am constrained to give it. In 
view of his neglect to acquaint me definitely 
with his whereabouts, I must have recourse to 
the columns of your valuable publication, hop- 
ing that through this wide-spread medium he 
may chance to read his doom. The poem is 
entitled; 

POUTING SUE. 
WRITTEN BY A YOUNG MAN. 
**I see a pout upon thi lip, 
. Yet their sweteness I si to sip; 
With my arder I would destroy you, 
My own pouting littel Sue.” 


So endeth the first stanza. I dare not inflict 
the entire poem upon even your most indulgent 
readers, therefore it must suffice for all review- 
ing purposes. As stated above, this poem was 
written by a young man—a very young man, 


‘ evidently a mere youth —and that youth in the 





dazzling heyday of his verdancy; the profuse 
and glowing efflorescence of an exuberant calf- 
hood. Yet, with all its defects of rhythm, 
thyme, chirography, orthography, and every 
known “ ography,” there was something pecu- 
liarly inspiring about it. 

But time is precious, here is my reply: 


Partor City, N. Y., 
September sth, 1881. 
Dear Sir: 

Yours received; will hasten to reply. I find 
upon a critical examination of your poem many 
defects, which it would be impossible to remedy 
without destroying the entire production. This 
I do not feel at liberty to do. If, however, 
you will follow the suggestions appended be- 
neath, the world will never have occasion to 
condemn your production. In the first line 
you say: 

**T see a pout upon thy lip—” 

This observation, I must inform you, is neither 
startling nor new.’ Suppose you did see a par- 
ticular kind of pout upon a particular pair of 
lips; that does not entitle you to the credit of 
a first discovery—not by any means. Every 
age and every clime has witnessed every con- 
ceivable kind of a pout upon every class and 
condition of lips. You can never palm that 
revelation upon a vigilant public as original. 
Pouts, sir, were co-eval with the creation of 
feminine lips, and every one knows it. 

But, setting aside the question of originality, 
does the line contain anything worthy of con- 
sideration? You see a pout. What does that 
signify? Is a pout such an important affair 
that its mere discovery must be recorded? 
Hundreds of things of infinitely more import- 
ance than a pout have been seen upon that in- 
teresting portion of facial territory without ex- 
citing more than a passing notice. Yes, sir. 
Maidens (owners of aforesaid lips) have been 
seen at the evening party carmine plastered 
upon them so lavishly, that the hugest kind of a 
pout would stand to it in about the ratio of— 
“me too,” to “‘ The Lordly.” They have been 
seen, after entertaining Adolphus in the arbor 
until midnight, with a fully organized society 
of cold sores upon them; they have been seen 
at home, in their charming negligée of greasy 
morning wrapper, bandoline and curl-papers, 
with distinct evidence of pancake and molasses 
upon them; they have been seen, when their 
mother directed an immediate exchange of “Did 
Paul de Patotoies Win Her,” for ‘‘ Peel the 
potatoes for dinner,” with every visible part of 
their lips monopolized by a legion of that 
gloomy race. They had a regular “ corner,” 
in fact two corners, and the entire intermediate 
vicinity, extending even some distance into the 
suburbs. 

It is evident, young man, that you are ignor- 
ant of all this, or you would not lay so much 
stress upon the discovery of a single pout, nor 
would you sigh to add your incipient mustache 
to the catalogue. Nothing more need be said. 

A careful summary of the foregoing leads to 
this conclusion: Nothing new; nothing worthy 
of note; evinces only a woeful ignorance of 
many well-known principles of feminology, and 
is, therefore, condemned. 

In second line you effuse thusly: 

** Yet their sweetness I sigh to sip,” 


This suggests the idea of a bee gathering honey 
from a flower. It was not a bad figure some two 
thousand years ago, but it is fast becoming de- 
crepit with age, superannuated —so to speak; but 
let that pass. So you sigh to sip sweetness, eh? 
Young man, I don’t believe you could do it 
without slobbering. Admitting, however, that 
you could: would it be quite safe to engage in 
the sipping business where there was a good, 
active pout established? Might it not result 
disastrously to your sipper? Did it ever occur 
to you, young man, that the feeling which 





created that pout might prompt her to snatch 
your cranial browsage from its weak support 
most alarmingly—scalp you, in fact? Sucha 
thing is not at all impossible; and, should it 
occur, it would give a wonderful impetus to 
your sighing capacity. 

Young man, leave that out: never attempt 
to sip sweetness where 2 live, business pout has 
a priority of possession. To be sure, it may 
have no particular right there; but, sir, a pout 
is perfectly lawless, it gives no reasons for its 
course of action; it is, 2 fine, a sort of squatter 
sovereign, and to forge around where it has 
driven its stake is at the peril of your ability to 
appreciate saccharinity, even should you gain 
it. If you sigh to do something noble, roll up 
your sleeves and sigh to help pay that mortgage 
off the farm; sigh to split wood. It’s sigh time 
you sigh for something besides sipping sweet- 
ness from pouting lips. 

Further criticism upon this line is unneces- 
sary. You cannot fail to perceive the pernici- 
ous tendency of the sentiment: it teaches an 
absolute and dangerous error, the prevalence 
of which threatens the stability of the most 
amicable relations, and is, therefore, subversive 
of the unity and harmony of the social system. 
In third line you warble: 


*¢ With my ardor I would destroy you.” 


That has a belligerent ring, which, under the 
circumstances, is quite amusing. Destroy, eh? 
and with ardor? Perhaps you would, and per- 
haps you wouldn’t. I have seen young men 
enter upon an avowed course of destruction 
with a superabundance of ardor, but, somehow 
or other, destructibility seemed an attribute 
foreign to matter; and, as the evidence of their 
inability to destroy assumed prominence, there 
followed a marked diminution in their supply 
of ardor—in fact, ardor was about the only 
sufferer in the engagement, and that was totally 
routed. 

But, young man, if the prodigious develop- 
ment of your destructive bump renders it abso- 
lutely impossible to restrain your slaughtering 
propensity, why—kill yourself! That, you 
know, would appease your present thirst for 
blood, and, in all probability, guard against 
its future recurrence. 

If that proposition don’t strike you favorably, 
how is this: Destroy your verses before they 
are written; the public won’t be so apt to wish 
that you had been destroyed before you were 
born, Though the latter suggestion will seem 
to you the most acceptable, the former is 
eminently the more effective; to adopt it will 
be to remove every temptation to trespass again 
upon the realm of poesy. 

In conclusion, young man, one word: Per- 
haps you are not so black as your poem would 
indicate; but, candidly speaking, the publica- 
tion of that one verse would ostracize you for 
ever, and, like Cain of old, bring every man’s 
hand against you. Its apparent malevolence, 
the danger attendant upon following its sugges- 
tions, its want of originality, the implied as- 
sumption of importance with reference to very 
trivial matters, all stamp it an inferior and per- 
nicious production. If you send me any more 
poetry for correction, don’t send it; bring it 
yourself. Please give me one day’s notice, so 
that I can be absent; but don’t mind that, walk 
right into the library and seat yourself in my 
chair. ‘There will be an unsuspicious-looking 
can under it, but don’t mind it; make yourself 
perfectly at home. And if you die in a mighty 
hurry, here’s your epitaph: 

“* Died of mighty dynamite; 

Might have died a mighty sight 

Sooner, had it come to light —__—_.. 
‘¢ That he was the fiend that wrote poetry that taught the 
error that man could sip the sweetness from a feminine 
lip, while it hovered about an active pout; and—well, 
peace be to his ashes.” 

Cuar.es H. Turner. 
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RANA PALUSTRIS. 


The evening winds bring on thy dull complaint, 
Sad dweller of the marshy solitude! 
The blithe mosquito’s treble waxeth faint, 
When thy demure and rueful tones intrude, 
To mar the fierce flute’s short-lived interlude. 
Thy monodies are dissonant and cold, 
Since Ceres’s wrath revengefully pursued 
The Lycian swains—thy ancestry of old— 
And changed each human form into thy present mould. 





I do not raise:my voice to chide thy cries, 

Nor to remind thee they are heard in vain— 
For woe must dwell where lamentations rise, 

And thy batrachian breast may harbor pain— 

Thou hast some cause for thy undue refrain, 
For thou hast felt this summer’s fervent heat 

With me, and with the crowd that can complain 
Of that hard fate which brings each cool retreat 
Within the reach of few—the tramp and the é/i¢e. 


In spite of human or reptilian grief 
The philosophic breast may find e’en here 
From brooding care stray moments of relief. 
We are, perhaps, in lieu of better cheer, 
Recipients blessed of melodies and beer, 
And then awhile evasive joy abides. 
Thou, too, sad frog! hast little cause for fear! 
No vaunting foe above thee rough-shod rides, 
Nor herons guard thy home, nor small boys prod thy 
sides. 


’Tis well for thee thou dwellest not in France, 
Where science fosters culinary art; 
For there thy loud and mournful dissonance 
Would be the music that vast crowds should start 
To catch thee for the beefless Gallic mart, 
And thou wouldst hide in reedy bogs in vain. 
Thy fragile limbs their substance should impart 
To some proud dish, (durn this Spencerian strain! 
I can't complete the theme—stuck on a rhyme again.) 
Joun A. KIRLICKs. 
Houston, Texas, August 29th, 1881. 








Auswers Foy the Aurious, 


HASELTINE.—She is at home again. 

Ay APPRECIATIVE READER OF Puck, Duxbury, Mass. 
—Same to you. 

Cepric.—We will try to use a revised version of your 
communication. 

CuumM.—Your ** Rhymes of the Day ” are all right, on- 
ly they don’t rhyme, and they won’t do to-day. Day- 
day! 

J. E., Toledo.--You don’t like C. E. W.? Perhaps 
not. But just think what a contempt C. E. W. would 
have for you if he only knew you! 

W. J. Sours.—Our artists don’t think they can make 
anything out of your sketch for a cartoon, But hist, W. 
J., a word in your ear! We will sell it ourselves, some 
nice dark night this week, to a blind horse-impresario, to 
be used as a circus poster in the wilder towns of the 
great West. 

Sat. A. DoyLe.—You want ten years of seasoning 
and a good dose of dictionary before you will be fit to 
write **See Worcester” rhymes. We can’t alter the geo- 
graphy to enable you to make a joke, and as Chicago 
isn’t spelled Chicagough, there is no fun in rhyming it 
with ‘* Ma gough” and ‘* Iagough.” 

H. H. M.—There is a reward waiting for you some- 
where, which you can get hold of as soon as you find the 
office of the heirs and assignees of the late Mr. Noah. 
That joke of yours about the expounder of the constitu- 
tion and the constitution of the expounder was lost out of 
the ark. You must have dived deep into the gloomy 
abysses of history to discover it again. 


CHARLES H. TURNER.—We are much obliged to you 
for your flattering opinion of us, which we print with a 
blush at its too-too-utteran: es. 

SONNET.—PUCK. 
Thou keen, sarcastic, ever-wakcful sprite, 
What mystic power dost thou exercise 
O’er frail humanity ? Pray, wherein lies 
The magic of thy spell ?—thy potent might ? 
Man secretly plans some unholy scheme, 
And, gloating o’er the prospect, fondly deems 
It safe; attempts it, hears the jeering laugh, 
And all o’erwhelmed with scorn—a grave, his path. 
Thou art at times a soft, effulgent beam, 
The playful lightning of a summer’s shower; 
Again the storm-cloud’s vivid, blinding gleam, 
The crashing thunder, awful in its power, 
And human jackals, skulking in the gloom, 
Instead of robbing, often fill—a tomb. 

CHARLES H. TURNER. 








A. E. LANcASTER.—Your poem, ‘ The Passion of a 
Star,” is an uncommon superior article; but it is rather 
too deliriously tremendous for our use. There is too much 
gorgeousness about it—-too much free-and-easy erudition 
at wholesale. It is neat; but it has a certain streak of 
gaudiness in it—science in a reg dressing-gown, so to 
speak. For instance, the first stanza: 

** Ages ago, an infinite mist of splendor, 

I trailed through star-sown vastitudes of space; 

Biding the hour my vaporous arms should render 

The dreamy sun-germs lulled in their embrace—” 

is not at all the style of thing to throw at a quiet, orderly 
paper. You may have “‘ trailed through star-sown vasti- 
tudes of space;” but you positively can not trail in this 
office. We do not propose to attach a trailing depart- 
ment for young poets—not this year, at least. And if 
you have been lulling anybody else’s dreamy sun-germs 
in your vaporous arms, you ought to give them right back, 
like a well-conducted star. It is a good poem, all the 
same, Mr. Lancaster, and gives a good deal of menagerie 
for the size. 








THE LORD OF THE SEAS. 





«¢ Now shiver me topslehalliards! ” cried William, Lord 
Hunt, as he stepped upon, and partly through, the deck 


of the “ Tallapoosa”: ‘discipline must be preserved, 
cost what it may. Commander Kellogg, be them your 
ladifrends on board ?” 

“Yes, sir,” meekly responded the affrighted subordi- 
nate: ‘you gave me permissivn Jast week.” 

‘Permission be yolwolioped!” thundered the noble 
Lord High Secretary of the Navy: ‘is a cabinet office: 
obliged to be consis:ent? I wish ye to uiderstand, low 
caitiff, that this is my, MY fleet, and I make MY regula- 
tions when I feel like it, and don’t want none of yow 
conversation, nuther.” 

«¢ Will Your Majesty,” faltered the hapless commander: 
** condescend to take a glass of wine with me ?” 

‘¢Wine me no wines,” roared the Supreme Secretary : 
‘you are presumptuous, likewise insubordinate and 
arsenious. I never drink—except a little snifier when 
traveling. Be off, base knave, and prepare thee for exile 
to some distant and malarious station!” 

And thus was discipline preserved on the three mud- 
scows supplemented by a superannuated canal-boat that 
form the navy. of Mr. W. H. Hunt—we had almost said 
of the United States of America. 








SMOKERS are generally dissatisfied; they strike for a 
light. 


THE boy’s mother is the one that settles the rent 
question. 





’ 


** THAT is a nice slap-dog,’ 
cur, who was making night hideous, with a stick. 


A NEWLY arrived Englishman recently asked the 
waiter at his hotel to put a boot-knave in his room. 

A MAN who was supposed to be dead was recently 
heard from in the West, where he had amassed a fortune. 
Can it not be said that he rose from the dust and with 
the dust, too ? 


A Worvp’s Fair here would be unfair to the world. 
What is the use of asking foreign nations to exhibit their 
manufactuies here, when American citizens can’t buy the 
goods without having to pay twice as much as they are 
worth in duties ? 


Ir is very annoying for all girls of the name of Maud 
whose patronymic’s first letter is S, to read about Maud S. 
having a sore eye, and being a little lame in the left 
hind-leg, not to speak of other newspaper communica- 
tions, very nice about a horse; but too, too awful in con- 
nection with a nice young lady. 


said Corcoran, as he hit a. 


AMUSEMENTS. 


At HAVERLY’s BROOKLYN THEATRE, Sayre’s farcical 
comedy, ‘* The Strategists,” is now being performed, and 
is doing much to reform the Brooklynites. 

The MADISON SQUARE THEATRE is becoming a splen- 
did bore. Its pieces always run for so long a time that it 
is impossible to find anything new to say about them. 
‘« The Professor ” keeps the boards as usual. 

The ** Michael Strogoff” at Boorn’s THEATRE finds 
many admirers. Those who crave for drama and spec- 
tacle combined get it here. Mr. Bang’s performance is 
tearful and effective. Mr. Gotthold’s Ogareff is also 
good. , 


On Saturday evening, Sept. roth, the Hanlon-Lees ap- 
peared in their popular Parisian absurdity «le Voyage en 
Suisse,” at ABBEY’s PAPK THEATRE. The Hanlon-Lees 
people are clever; so is Miss Daisy England, of whom 
more anon. 


** Quits,” the new play at DALy’s THEATRE, Is amus- 
ing enough in the first and second acts, but the interest 
languishes in the third and fourth. Mr. James Louis, Mr. 
Lemoyne, Mr. John Drew, Miss Laura Joyce, Miss Ada 
Rehan, Mrs. G. H. Gilbert and Miss Helen Tracy are all 
well adapted to their respective paits. Commodore 
Tooker is on deck once more in the lobby of the theatre 
as business manager. 





The famous “raft scene,” the ‘lunatic asylum,” the 
‘* passenger elevator,” in ‘* The World” are astonishing 
people at NiBLO’s GARDEN, just as they astonished people 
at WALLACK’s. ‘The play is under the direction of 
Rrooks & Dickson, and Mr. James W. Morrissey will 
generally manage. ‘The Chicagoans paid $50,c00 dur- 
ing the five weeks’ run of the piece, which shows how 
very great both “ The World” and Chicago are. 

_ Our good friend, the only and original ‘* Mascotte ” is 
delighting crowded and enthusiastic houses at HAVERLY’s 
FirrH AVENUE THEATRE. ‘The Mascotte,” at this 
house now promises to rival in attraction ‘ Olivette.” 
Miss Louise Franklin Searle [anway plays Beéfina in an 
arch and spirited manner. ‘Tie Wilbur Opera Company 
has now become an institution, and the reputation ac- 
quired is amply justified by its thorough and artistic pre- 
sentation of the piece. 


The Nihilist Strogoff, at the ACADEMY oF Music, un- 
der the direction of the Brothers Kiralfy, seems to have 
settled down fora long run. The beauteous ballet, be 
sides carrying itself—a task implying much activity—is 
carrying the piece as well. Miss Ella Wilson makes a 
most soothing heroine, and Mr. Ernest Harvier informs 
us that she 1s one of the features of the piece as done at 
the Academy. ‘The music of von Suppeé is given in full, 
and serves to furnish a melodious framework of unques 
tionable spectacular success. 

Signor Rossi is now in Paris getting tips as to the man 
ners and customs of the people in New York. Le is also 
superintending the production of some very goigeous 
costumes not made in Chatham street, intended to aston- 
ish America generally. L?Amérique” is the steamer 
that is to carry him across the ocean, and Mr, Chizzola 
and all the best Italians in New York will receive him in 
regal style. Even Esposito, the reputed Sicilian brigand, 
is getting a new steeple-crowned hat and a celluloid sti 
letto made for the occasion, Rehearsals of «* King Lear” 
are already going on under the direction of Mr. J, St. 
Maur. : 

Mr. D’Oyly Carte is to give us “Patience,” at the 
STANDARD ‘THEATRE, September 22d, when we shall see 
some familiar faces and hear some familiar voices, includ 
ing those of Mr. W. T. Carleton, Mr. J. H. Ryley, Mr. 
James Barton, Miss Carrie Burton, Miss Alice Burville, 
Miss Rose Chappelle, and Miss Augusta Roche. Mr. 
Cadwallader and Mr. Wilkinson, from the Opera Com 
ique, London, will also be included in the cast. Mr. 
Charles Harris is to have charge of the stage, and Mr 
Halston is to keep the fiddles up to time. Mr. EH. B. 
Lonsdale has assumed the business management of the 
Standard Theatre. Mr. Lonsdale, although he did not 
write Pinafore,” has been for the past two years asso- 
ciated in the direction of the production of Messrs. Gil 
bert and Sullivan’s operas in this country; and will con- 
tinue his relations with the authors whilst at the Standard. 


We have received, from Messrs. Keppler & Schwarz 
mann, three numbers of a publication called Fiction. 
It does quite as much credit to its publishers in its get 
up as another paper with colored cartoons, issued by 
them, the name of which, at the moment, has escaped 
our meinory. In Fiction we recognize the terse and 
brilliant English of Charles Reade, the cutting, yet withal 
genial satire of Thackeray, the felicitous construction of 
Wilkie Collins, combined with the mystery and breatiless 
expectancy, characteristic of Miss Braddon and the con- 
summate utterness of Oscar Wilde. 


The New York Zxfress looks handsomer than ever in 
its two cent dress. It is the cheapest and most newsy 
paper in New York, and is admirably conducted and 
| edited. 
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MARRIED MISERIES. 


WritTEN EXPRESSLY FOR Puck, BY ARTHUR LOT. 


No. IX.—A Trip to Saratoga. 


NE evening, as we were sitting in our par- 

lor amusing ourselves as best we could, 

4 Mrs. Lot developed a proposition which 
startled me. Perhaps I had better explain what 
I meant when I said that we were amusing our- 
selves as best we could, The fact is that Mrs. 
Lot was perusing the paper, Georgie was sitting 
in that irrepressible adjunct of an American 
woman, a rocking-chair, and taking a good old- 
fashioned rock, while I was lying on the sofa, 
with my eyes half closed. I was indulging in 
my post-prandial smoke, for Mrs, Lot is that mir- 
acle of women, who allows her husband tosmoke 
in any part of the house. Though my eyes were 





apparently closed, I was carefully observing my 


wife and my sister-in-law. Presently I noticed 
that Mrs. Lot looked over the edge of her pa- 
per, first at me and then at Georgie; then I 
observed that Georgie nodded her head at Mrs. 
Lot, and then it happened that my wife, in her 
most mellifluous tones, burst forth: 

‘« Mr. Lot, it is race week at Saratoga.” 

Georgie watched me eagerly, and heaved a 
little sigh. 


‘[ suppose so,” said J, sleepily. ‘‘ Bad for 


for us, be directed to dance whenever they see 
fit to give a ball, and be compelled to make 
ourselves generally uncomfortable. No, we 
must stay here.” 

‘* But it is fashionable,” urged Georgie. 

‘“‘ There you go again,” exclaimed I. ‘‘ That’s 
a woman’s argument. I suppose you’d wear 
blankets all summer, if it were only fashion- 
able.” 

‘* Of course we would,” said my wife, “ and 
we’ll go to Saratoga, because it’s fashionable ; so 
you will purchase two state rooms on the 
steamer for Wednesday night, and Georgie and 
the boy and you and I will go to Saratoga.” 

I admit, as frankly as I can, that I made a 
mistake when I married Mrs. Lot. I am natur- 
ally an eloquent man; I have a way of putting 
things which will convince almost any person. 
I always convince Georgie, though, to be sure, 
she never acts upon the convictions which I 
have impressed upon her mind; and I gene- 
rally convince my friends; but I never by any 
accident convince Mrs, Lot. Now, I stoutly 
maintain that if a man by his eloquence can- 
not make his wife see things as he does, he is a 
failure, both ‘as a married man and an orator. 
With a broken heart I admit that I am that 
failure, for I purchased tickets for Saratoga. 

When I do yield, I always yield gracefully. 





'T am never sulky about it; so when I found 





‘“* Well,” said the wife 
of my bosom, ‘‘ Georgie 
and I want to go there 
this week.” 

‘* What ?” cried I, ris- 
ing on my elbow. 

** Georgie and I want 
to go there.” 

I glanced from my 
wife to my sister-in-law 
in the most profound 
astonishment. 

** What nonsense!” I | 
said, lying. down again. | 

‘* But it is not non- | 
sense,” said my wife. 
** We are going on Wed- 
nesday.” | 

‘¢ Please take us, Mr. 
Lot,” urged Georgie. 
‘“¢You know Tom can- 
not go, and | have never 
been there.” | 

Then I was thorough- 
ly aroused, I arose and 
assumed my favorite at- 
titude when I address 
the female part of my 
household; that is to 
say, I stood before the 
grate, with my coat-tails 
over my arms, and de- 
livered my views on the 
subject:. 

‘Mrs.’ Lot, senior, 
and Mrs, Lot, junior,” 
said J, ‘‘ this may be a 
little joke, but I assure 
you it is an unpleasant 
one. Here we are ina 
big house, over which 
we have complete con- 
trol, and we are unable 
to keep cool, and yet 
you urge me to go toa 
watering - place, where 
we shall be stowed in 
small, stuffy rooms, be 
compelled to dress for 
breakfast and dinner 
and for the evening, be 
allowed to eat exactly 
what his gracious ma- 


the horses!” 
| 








SOMETHING WRONG SOMEWHERE. 
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that I must go to Saratoga, I made up my mind 
to enjoy myself. Mrs. Lot, when she has her 
own way, is uncommonly even tempered; and, 
as she always has her own way, you can readily 
perceive that she is the best natured woman in 
the world. Georgie, I must admit, is always 
bright and sweet and jolly. We were, there- 
fore, a very merry party. 

Though no one can possibly admire the glo- 
rious scenery of our noble Hudson more than 
I do, yet, as I had observed.it before on numer- 
ous occasions, I, of course, found considerable 
pleasure in devoting myself to my evening 
paper. I noticed that Georgie addressed a 
number of questions to Mrs, Lot, and even 
heard the latter lady tell her to ask Mr. Lot, 
and then I caught Georgie gazing at me rather 
wistfully, so I laid down my paper and re- 
marked: 

‘* What is it, Georgie?” 

‘*Oh, I wanted to ask you so many things, 
but——” 

** But what ?” urged J. 

‘* But I was afraid that you were angry with 
us for making you go to Saratoga.” : 

‘‘ Never believe that, Georgie,” replied I. 
‘‘T am never sulky. Propound your conun- 
drums,” 

Her face lit up with smiles, a dimple came 
into her cheek, her rosy lips just parted, her 
eyes glistened; in short, she looked the beauti- 
ful woman that she was, 
O, ‘Tom! Tom, thought 
I, it’s lucky that you 
possess a paragon for a 
brother, for, I can as- 
sure you that it would 
be dangerous to leave 
such a charming woman 
among the wild and 
tame animals of a water- 
ing-place, if you were 
not certain that you 
| had a brother with her 





who would watch over 
| her as if she were his 
own flesh and blood, 
| We discussed the var- 
ious Objects of interest, 
as we steamed along, 
| and, when I pointed 
out to her the spot in 
Manhattanville to which 
we had made many 
pilgrimages in, former 
days, she went into ec- 
stacies; then the fami- 
liar places in Carma.:s- 
ville and Fort Washing- 
| ton were passed to the 
| great delight of Georg- 
ie, and then we entered 
upon what to her was 
| serra incognita, 
‘* But about the Pali- 
' sades, Mr. Lot?” quer- 
ied she. 

I dilated, in my usual 
eloquent manner, upon 
the various theories, that 
had been propounded 
in explanation of them, 
even mentioning the 
latest, to the effect that 
in some great eruption 
probably volcanic, they 
had been thrown up out 

| of the bowels of the 
earth. 

“ But what do you 
| think the manner of 
| their formation was?” 
| inquired she. 
| ‘My dear Georgie,” 

replied I, ‘I am not of 
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a speculative turn of mind, and, therefore, when 
great philosophers take the trouble to think for 
me, I never think for myself. I simply accept, 
with the deepest humility, their opinions.” 


‘Well, I don’t believe in any of your theo-. 


ries,” replied she. 

‘‘ Chacun a son gout, my dear,” added I. 

Then we passed into the highlands, and the 
varied scenery of those storied mountains was 
a source of intense delight to Georgie. We 
chatted of Irving and his famous “Rip,” and 
laughed heartily when we recalled the ever 
humorous “Ichabod.” Presently, Mrs. Lot 
suggested that she was going to bed. Georgie 
declined to retire so early, unless I was resolved 
upon leaving her, As Mrs. Lot made no ob- 
jection, I determined to stay with Georgie. It 
was arranged that Mrs. Lot and Georgie should 
occupy the same room, and that the boy should 
room with me. 

‘I shall put him in the lower berth,” said Mrs. 
Lot, as she left us, ‘‘and don’t you disturb him.” 
Of course, I assured her that 1 would not. 

Poets are always bringing their lovers together 
in the gloaming, but I confess that, even after 
the gloaming has departed, sitting on a North 
River steamer on a clear summer night with a 
charming woman is dangerous work. It is just 
dark enough to make you think that your neigh- 
bors are not observing you, and the temptation 
to steal your arm around the dear one’s waist, 
and look down into her sweet eyes is so strong, 
that it is almost irresistible. Ah, Georgie! 
Georgie! If Brigham were only right, if poly- 
gamy did not take from a woman all sweetness, 
brightness, and purity, there would be, indeed, 
two Mrs. Lots, but they would both be the 
wives of one man. Mind you, these are the 
reflections of my romantic moments only. As 
I have before suggested, Mrs. Lot is my polar 
star, but, if the polar star will hide itself, is 
there not some danger that the mariner will 
steer by some other luminary? The scenery 
was attractive, the night was delightful, and 
Georgie was charming, so I think you will not 
be astonished, when I inform you that time was 
among the ‘‘ wee sma’ hours” when we left the 
deck and sought our state-rooms. 

Now, if there is one thing which I dislike 
above all other things, it is to be compelled to 
sleep in an upper berth. That receptacle is 
abominable; at least, it is to me. It is narrow, 
badly furnished, open to every draft, danger- 
ous, and many other things too numerous to 
mention. When I entered my room, there | 
found my offspring sleeping calmly in the lower 
berth. I watched him for a moment; then I 
turned down the covering in the upper berth, 
punched the pillow thereof, picked up the little 
darling, pressed him to my bosom (I am an 
affectionate father), and gently placed him in 
the upper berth. To be sure, Mrs. Lot had in- 
structed me to leave him in the lower berth; 
but, then, I reflected that, before Mrs. Lot 
could get at him, I could change him back to 
the berth from which I had removed him. I 
hastened into the lower berth, and fell at once 
into the arms of Morpheus. In the morning I 
was aroused by a terrible racket at my door; it 
was Mrs, Lot, who was amusing me with this 
morning serenade, and so, about half awake, | 
rose and let her in. She looked into the lower 
berth. 

‘* Where’s the boy ?” inquired she. 

Great Heavens! I had forgotten to change 
the boy back again. Then—well, she didn’t 
wait to take the stoppers out of the vials_of her 
wrath, but she just broke the necks of the afore- 
said vials. Her language wasn’t fit to be seen, 
and therefore I dare not put it down here. 
However, I bore her onslaught with great equan- 
imity; for, though I always endeavor to avoid 
such attacks, yet, I never worry over the inevi- 
table. Like all mortai things, the tirade finally 
came to an end, 





** What’s it all about, papa?” whispered my 
offspring. 

‘‘ Heaven only knows, my child,” murmured I. 

When I had placed Mrs. Lot and Georgie 
and the boy in one of the sections of a draw- 
ing-room car, Mrs. Lot was still so angry at me 
that she suggested that I had better go forward 
and smoke. Georgie looked wistfully at me; 
but I concluded that I had better follow Mrs. 
Lot’s suggestion, and so I retired to the smok- 
ing-car. Hardly had I lit my cigar when a 
gentleman, unmistakably of the Celtic per- 
suasion, took a seat by my side. He was dressed 
in what our rural friends would call his store- 
clothes, and was evidently bound for our famous 
watering-place. 

. “Is your honor going to Saratogy ?” asked 
e. 

I assured him that I was. 

“* So be I,” added he: “ You see I made a 
little money, and Mary Jane, that’s my daugh- 
ter, you know, got crazy to go to Saratogy, 
and now we’re going!” 

I congratulated him upon the attempt. 

“ An’ have you ever been to Saratogy be- 
fore?” inquired he. 

‘¢ A number of times,” replied I. 

‘** Ah, then, an’ maybe it’s you that can tell 
me where Mary Jane and I had better put up?” 

I informed him that the Alhambra was as 
good a hotel as any. 

“ Ah, then, an’ you’ve relieved me wonder- 
fully.” 

He was quiet for a moment, and then he ad- 
dressed me very confidentially: 

‘Is it true, now,” urged he, ‘‘ that one must 
be after drinking the Saratogy springs water 
all the time? Shure, that can’t be true ?” 

‘* Of course not,” replied I. 

** Ah!” he sighed, as he leaned back, as if 
greatly relieved. Then le urged: ‘ An’ ain’t 
there any of them springs what has a drop of 
the crater mixed in it ?” 

‘Not one,” replied I. 

** May the saints preserve us, then!” cried he. 

* But,” I continued, ‘‘ you will not find the 








HONORIA. 
A MOST MODERN BALLAD. 








Honoria bings her golden bangs 
Upon a forehead white as snow, 
How lovely every ringlet hangs, 
How bright the prisoned sunbeams glow. 


But ah! Sweet Nora’s grief and care 
Have never yet been said or sung, 

That sunny yet recalcitrant hair, 
Those glorious bangs will not stay bung. 


So lonely Nora sits apart, 
Her shapely head in sorrow hung, 
While grief is busy with her heart 
Because her bangs will not stay bung. 


Alphonso seeks his soul’s delight, 
For years his soul to hers has clung— 
*¢ My darling, tell your grief outright "— 
«* My bangs, dear Dolphy, won’t stay bung.” 


Adolphus swears a solemn oath, 
His heart with bitter anguish wrung: 
«I'll seek a chemist, by my tooth, 
My sweetheart’s bangs, they sha// stay bung!” 


Ile stormed the ’Pothecary shop, 

He gave his sweetheart’s woes a tongue, 
«¢O, man of pill and soda pop, 

Can you make Nora's bangs stay bung ?” 


*Sculapius split a quince in two, 
Its seeds into a stewpan flung: 
*¢ Ah, that I rather guess will do 
To make your Nora’s bangs stay bung.” 


He poured the sticky mixture out, 

And sought his wide-mouthed bottles ’mong 
For one to mark, POMMADE SURFINE, 

To make the ladies’ bangs stay bung. 


Alphonso flung a dollar down, 
And forth into the street he sprung; 
Now, peace and joy the lovers crown, 
And Nora bings bangs that stay bung. 





slightest difficulty in getting as drunk as a lord 
there.” 

** Ah, then, an’ it’s more civilized than I 
supposed,” added he. 

After a few more questions, my Irish friend 
closed his eyes and fell asleep. I was quite 
drowsy, and so I followed his example. I had 
been asleep but a short time, when I was aroused 
by hearing my Irish friend mutter: 

** Arrah, what a pity! All that ilegant whis- 
key running about the floor, just like water!” 

[ felt a sensation of coldness about my leg, 
and observed that my pantaloons were quite 
wet from the knee down. My Irish friend had 
placed his bottle of whiskey on its side between 
us, and in his sleep had hit a book, which he 
had in his hand, against it and smashed it. The 
result was that my leg and the floor received 
the whiskey intended for his stomach. 

** Shure, I wouldn’t care,” said he: “ only 
they might be all out at Saratogy.” 

I assured him that he needn’t be troubled on 
that account; and, as we had already passed 
Ballston, I left him, and returned to my family. 

As I entered the compartment, Mrs, Lot 
observed: 

“Mr. Lot, you have been drinking.” 

**No, my dear,” replied I; ‘* I haven’t touch- 
ed, that is to say drunk, a drop of liquor.” 

Fortunately Mrs. Lot believes what I say, 
and never insults me by insinuating that I am 
stretching the truth. I explained the accident 
to them, and informed them that I supposed 
that my trousers were drunk. 

** Do you think,” asked Georgie, ‘‘ that that 
leg of your unmentionables will stagger ?” 

“ It’s to be hoped not,” replied I, as I handed 
them out of the car, 

We jumped into a stage, and were driven to 
the Alhambra. 

Of course there isn’t any such hotel as the 
Alhambra at Saratoga, but why cannot I call 
my hotel by any name which suits me, and why 
should I advertise any hotel gratuitously? I, 
therefore, insist upon calling my abiding place 
at Saratoga the Alhambra. 





Study Hop Bitters Book, use the medicine, and you 
will be wise, healthy and happy. 





BABIES OF MAUMEE. 

Potatoes they grew small, 

And they ate them tops and all 
In Maumee; 

The babies kicked and squal'ed 

And mothers spanked them all 
In Maumee; 

Casrortia’s cured them all, 

No babies now that bawl 
In Maumee. 


FINE SILK HATS, $3.20; worth $5.00; DERBIES, 
$1.90; worth $3.00. 15 New Church Street, up Stairs. 
ROSS’S ROYAL BELFAST GINGER ALE, 


ORIGINAL IMPORTED, 
SAFEST DRINK IN HoT WEATHER, NON INTOXICATING. 











FicTIoNn is the name of a weekly, the first number of 
which appeared on Monday. As its name implies, it 
will only print stories, but these may be either long or 
short. In this issue there are three which will be contin- 
ued in the next, while two are complete. The new ven- 
ture is under the auspices of a coterie of clever young 
littérateurs and journalists, and of the publishers of luck, 
and if enterprise and good taste can achieve success, 
FICTION is sure to do so. Its appearance is exceedingly 
neat, and the contents indicate that it aims to reach the 
best class of readers. All the stories are original, and 
the conductors promise that they shall always be so, and 
also that nothing of an objectionable character shall ever 
be admitted. In size, it consists of thirty-two quarto 
pages, printed on heavy white paper. It certainly de- 
serves to meet with every encouragement from the public, 
and there is little doubt that it will receive it.—Mew York 
Daily Graphic. 





The following numbers of Puck will be bought at this 
office, No. 21 & 23 Warren Street, at TEN CENTS per 
copy: Nos. I, 2, 4, 5, 6, 9, 10, 11, 12, 13, 14, 15, 16, 
17, 18, 19, 20, 21, 22, 24, 25, 26, 37, 38, 39, 40, 41, 42, 
43, 44, 47, 48, 50, 53, 56, 78, 79, 80, 82, 83, 94, 105, 
107, 114, 121. 
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IT IS WELL KNOWN THAT 


DYSENTERY, 
DIARRHGA, 


And the like troubles are fre- 
quently caused by bad water, or 
change from soft water to the 
lime-stone water, and every one 
knows the terrible effects of the 
water in the alkali hg in the 
west. MANY LIVES HAVE BEEN SAVED 
by the use of 


FRED’K BROWN’S 


JAMAISA CINCER. 


Every Miner or Traveler in the 
Mining Districts should be sup- 
plied with BROWN’S GINGER, 
Ask for Frederick Brown’s, 
Philadelphia, the Original, Old- 
Fashioned Ginger. TARE NO OTHER. 











STRAITON & STORM’S 


LATEST 


Roval Owl Seqars 


- The finest they have ever produced, 


AND 


Royal Owl Cigarettes, 


ALL HAVANA TOBACCO, 


FREE FROM ALL ADULTERATIONS, AND GUARAN- 
TEED AS FINE AS CAN BE MADE FROM TOBACCO. 





Smokers will find the Ow. Havana CiGAreTres Pure Rice 
Paper Wrappers, the best of the kind offered for sale. 


DENTAL OFFICE OF 
Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess. 
162 W. 23rd St, bet. 6th & 7th Aves. N. Y. 





THE LATEST. 


The following carefully prepared anecdote of 


clusively by day’s work, expressly for this high- 
class paper, and will be found equal to the best 
imported, or the money refunded: ; 

When the General was a mere gir! he resided 
at the corner of Broadway and Skidmore alley, 
in New York State, and was renowned for his 
skill in base-ball and water colors. One day, 
while fighting cats for a wager with accordeon 
accompaniment, he observed the approach of a 
runaway team attached to a carriage, in which 
was a beautiful woman. It was but the work of 
an instant for the lion-hearted boy to bound 
lightly out of the window on to the awning, 
from thence to a lamp-post, from thence to a 
tree box, and from thence to the roof of the 
vehicle. Leaning over he seized the frantic 
steeds by their tails, one in either hand, and 
lifted their hind legs off the ground. After 
running a few miles on their front toes the 
horses became discouraged and stopped. With 
a foghorn shriek the lady threw herself into the 
arms of her preserver. She proved to be the 
foster-father of the present first assistant deputy 
aunt of the Duke of Sutherland, and therefore 
cousin of Conkling, and business agent of Jim 
Blaine, the Polish refugee. ‘Thus was happily 
inaugurated that amiable friendship so plea- 
santly conspicuous in the death of the late 
Czar, and prior to the present tax on hard soap. 

{Note.—The critical eye will doubtless find 
something mixed in the above, as it were. How- 
ever, it’s no more so than the average run of 
‘‘ characteristic anecdotes,’’ and noend clearer 
than some.] —S. F. Post. 


‘But who is this?” thought he, a demon vile, 

With wicked meaning and a vulgar style; 

“Hammond they call him—they can give the 
name 

Of man to devils. Why am I so tame? 

Why crush I not the viper?” Fear replied: 

‘*Watch him awhile, and let his strength be 
tried.” — Crabbe. 


Vice-President Arthur has been gotten up ex- } 





Crh 
RHEUMATISM, 


Neuralgia, Sciatica, Lumbago, 


Backache, Soreness of the Chest, Gout, 
Quinsy, Sore Throat, Swellings and 
Sprains, Burns and Scalds, 
General Bodily Pains, 

Tooth, Ear and Headache, Frosted Feet 
and Ears, and all other Pains 
and Aches. 


No Preparation on earth equals St. Jacons OIL as 
a me sure, simple and cheap External Remedy. 
Ati al entails but the comparatively trifling outlay 
of 50 Cents, and every one suffering with pain 
can have cheap and positive proof of its claims. 


Directions in Eleven Languages. 


S80LD BY ALL DRUGGISTS AND DEALERS IN 
MEDICINE, 


A.VOGELER & CO., 


Baltimore, Md., U. 8.4. 


THOS. BAILEY Plumber and Practical 








Kidn-y-Wort 
isa a7 vegetable compouuu ot wonderful efficacy in all diseases 
of the liver and kidneys. It is prepared both in dry and liquid 
form, and can always be relied on as an effective cathartic and 
dwretic. Try it.—T7rtdune, 


Hub Punch Prepared from the Best 
materials, aft: r the formula of a well-known epicure of ‘* ye olden 
time’’—is delicious. 








Do not go to the country without a bottle of Angostura 
Bitters to flavor your Soda and Lemonade and keep your di- 
gestive organs in order. Be sure it is the genuine Angostu'a, 
world-renowned and manufactured only by DR. J.G. B, SIEGERT 
& SONS 


SMOKE! SMOKE! 
ROVAL PUCK CIGARETTES, 


5 iene! CONCERTS, 14th ST., NEAR 6th AVE. 
EVERY AFTERNUON aND EVENING. 











Enoch Morgan's Sons’ 


SAPOLIO 


is BETTER and CHEAPER than £OAP— 


FOR CLEANING AND POLISHING 
ALL HOUSEHOLD WARES. 


ONE CAKE WILL DO MORE WORK THAN THREE 
PACKAGES OF ANY OTHER SCOURING SOAP. 





— BEWARE of goods clrimed to be as good as 


SAPOLIO. 


All of them are Imitations. 





BEATT W’°S ORGANS 18 useful stops, 5 sets reeds 
only $65. Pianos, $125 up. 
Ins. Catalogue, F REE. aga ess, BEATTY, Washington, N. a 





EPPS’S COCOA. 


10th Avenue. cor. 151st St., N. Y. 
GRATEFUL—COMFORTING, 


“ By a thorough knowledge of the natural laws which govern 
the operations of digestion and nutrition, and by a careful appli- 
ca.ion of the fine properties of well-selected cocoa, Mr. Epps has 
provided our breakfasi-tables with a delicately flavored beverage 
which may save us many heavy doctors’ bills 
ous use of such articles of diet that a constitution may be grad- 
ually built up until strong enough to resist every tendency to di- 
sease. Hundreds of subtle maladies are floating around us ready 
to attack whereever there is a weak point. We may escape many 
a fatal shaft by keeping ourselves well fortified with pure blood 
and a properly nourished frame.— Cizvz? Service Gazette. 

Sold only in soldered tins, half and pound, labelled 


JAMES EPPS & CoO., 
Homeopathic Chemists, London, England. 


THE LIGHT-RUNNING 


The latest improvement in Sewing Machines, combining extreme 
simplicity with great strength and durability. 

Noted for fine workmanship and excellence of production. 

Does not fatigue the operator 

Send for a set of our new CHROMO CARDS. 


JOHNSON, CLARK &CO, 
30 Union Square, New York; or Orange, Mass. 


GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878. 
BAKER’S 


Breakfast Cocoa. 


Warranted absolutely pure 
Cocoa, from which the excess 
of oil has been removed. It is a 
delicious drink, nourishing and 
strengthening; easily digested; 
admirably adapted for invalids 
as well as persons in health, 

Sold by Grocers everywhere. 
W. BAKER & COvs 
Dorchester, Macs. 














$66 a week in your own town. Terms and §s. Outfit Free. 





Address, H. Hatrett & Co., Portland, Maine. 





$72 A WEEK. $12:a day at home easily made, Costly outfit 
free. Adaress ‘i rug & Co., Augusta, Maine. 

















It is by the judici- 
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Apollinaris 


“THE QUEEN OF TABLE WATERS.” 


British Medical Fournal. 


“A necessity at every Table and at 
every Bar.” New York Tribune. 


ANNUAL SALE, 9 MILLIONS. 


Of all Grocers, Druggists, and Mineral Water Dealers. 
BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 





AISI 





BITTERS. 


BEWARE OF COUNTERFEITS. 
An excelient appetizing tonic of 
exquisite flavor, now used over 
the whole world, cures Dyspep- 
sia, Diarrhea, Fever and Ague, 
and ali disorders of the Digestive 
ans. A few drops impart a 
deiicious favor to a giass of cham- 
: Re gne, and to all summer drinks. 
pe 4 it, but beware of counterfeits. 
your grocer or druggist for 
the 8 es. manufactured 
| ay G. B. SIEGERT & 
SONS. 


J. W. EANOOX, Sole Ag’t 


axooeTvns DITTeRe 51 Broadway,N. Y. 

















A. Werner & Co., 


808 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 


A. WEIDMANN &CO.., 


306 BROADWAY, 
Cor. Duane Street, NEW YORK. 
IMPORTERS AND MANUFACTURERS OF 


TOYS, 


Masks, Gold and Silver Trimmings, Spangles and other 
Material for Costumes, Fireworks, etc. 


28 Catalogues sent on Application. -@X 


WM. NEELY. 


BOOTS .A8 SHOES 


348 Bowery, Cor. Great Jones St. 
WHOLESALE HOUSE, CORNER CHURCH AND DUANE STREETS. 
A full line of E. C. Burt’s Fine Shoes. 

Js All Goods marked in Plain Figures. -@y 

















“JUST OUT.” 
BOOK OF INSTRUCTION 
IN THE USE OF 
INDIAN CLUBS, 
DUMB-BELLS, 


And other exercises. Also in the Games of 


QUOITS. ARCHERY. ETC. 


stan mincereted, bound in oy or nae #8 
Cent s TO ANY P. 
THE RECEIPT OF 30c POSTAGE STAMPS 
M. BORNSTEIN, Publisher, 
15 Ann St. New York. 








‘‘ THE hen is a frugal housekeeper,” said the 
old Dominique; ‘ she finds her nest and then 
she makes her own spreads,”  “‘ And the chicks 
have to shell out before she scratches a single 
worm for them,” said the Bantam. ‘“ Yes, in- 
deedy,” said the Dominique ; ‘the chick comes 
down the first thing.” ‘‘ He has to,” said the 
Spangle, ‘‘feather or no.” ‘How can the hen 
make him come down?” asked the April 
chicken, who was just too fresh for anything. 
“Son,” said the Spanish cock, solemnly, “ I 
cannot tell a lie; she does it with her little 
hatch it.’—Burlingion Hawkeye. 


‘‘ IF you grasp a rattlesnake firmly about the 
neck, he cannot hurt you,” says a Western pa- 
per. This is true; but it is also true that if you 
put about half a mile of ground between you 
and the snake it cannot hurt you, and for our 
part we prefer the latter method. Supposing 
you get hold of the snake, you don’t want to 
hang on for ever, and how are you going to let 
go ?—Boston Post. 


O’DynamitTeE Rossa told a newspaper reporter 
the other day: “This will be the last meeting 
until you shall hear of something that will startle 
not only England but Europe.” From which 
it may be inferred that he intends to reform 
and become a respectable and law-abiding citi 
zen. This would certainly startle America as 
well as Europe.—Norristown Herald. 


WE are free to confess that we now and then 
copy an alleged witticism from an exchange not 
because of its intrinsic merit, but simply out of 
courtesy. Perhaps our own efforts are some- 
times quoted for the same reason! Horrid 
thought ?— Boston Transcript. 


CLEAR Hs MIXED 


Cooled on Ice, ‘With Fine Ice, 


ADELICIOUS DRINK 


(Pure and Wholesome) 


For use in bong: et Hotels, 
Clabs, Picnics, Partie es, etc, 


HUB PUNCH 


READY ON OPENING. 


The thing needed in wine cellars. 





Delightful as an after-dinner 
Cordial, and a refreshing Bev- 
‘S erage when mixed with Water, 

Soda, Lemonade, Cold Tea, 
Milk, ete. 





** Like nectar.’’— Boston Courier. 

** Delicious.’’— Boston Transcript. 

** Invaluable for a little treat. 

Many lack the savorr Satire to brew Punch. 

Hub Punch is indispensable wherever 
known,”’— Spirit of the Times, N. 


Hub Punch owes its Popularity to the pur- 
ity and exquisite flavor of its components, 
The delicious, cooling juice of selected Limes 
and Lemons united as toed ingredients 
with Choice Imported Liquors in this de- 
lightfal article, imparts .~ tonic quality, 
highly approved by physicians. 


CAUTION.— The Wide Popularity of HUB PUNCH has 
to the appearance of inferior imitations composed of cheap, 
deleterious material, and utterly unworthy of patronage. Rertect 
these and see that you obtain the genuine, with the name of 
“ THE HUB PUNCH REGISTERED" —élown in the glass, 
also the mpne of the proprietors under the capsule over the cork 
of each bottle, All infringements will be promptly prosecuted. 








Sold by Grocers, Wine Merchants and Druggists. 
C. H. GRAVES & SONS, Prop’s, Boston, Mass. 





Be Wise and Happy. 

If you will stop your extravagant and wrong notions in doctor- 
ing yourself and families with expensive doctors or humbug cure. 
alls, that do harm always, and use only nature’s simple remedies 
for all your ailment—you will be wise, well and happy, and save 
great expense. The greatest remedy for this, the great, wise and 
good will tell you, is Hop Bitters—rely on it. See another column 


—Press. 





LYONS’ UMBRELLAS 
Are Stampep ‘‘ Lyon, MAker,’”’ AND ARE ONLY For SALE BY 
First-Ciass DEALERS. 


8777 a Year and expenses to agents. 
P. O. VICKERY, Augusta, Me. 


AN ILLUSTRATED WEEKLY. 





Outfit free. Address 








[AROUND THE WoRLD.] 





PUBLISHED EVERY SATURDAT. 





The Pioneer High Class Paper in the German Language. 
The Pictures will be the Work of 
THE BEsT ARTISTs, 
and will depict in the most forcible and realistic manner 
CuRRENT EVENTS 
in all Parts of the World, and Objects of Artistic 
Interest Worthy of Reproduction. 





The Illustrations of Incidents will be Strictly what they 
Purport to be, and not Imaginary Delinea 
tions of Anticipated Occurrences. 





The Literary Department will be under the Editorial 
Direction of CASPAR BUTZ, 
Assisted by the Best Available Talent in this Country 
and in Germany. 





No Pains or Expense will be Spared to make 
‘*UM DIE WELT” 
Worthy of a High Place in American Journalism and of 
the Support of Our German Fellow Citizens. 


Price, Ten Cents per Copy. Five Dollars per Year. 


KEpPLER & SCHWARZMANN, Publishers, 
21 and 23 Warren Street, New York 








‘’HEK MOST POPULAR IN USE. 
Leading Nos.: 048, 14, 130,333, 161. 
EREROOK STEBL PEN CO 
TERBROOK 9 
weenie Camden, N.J, 96 John Ot., New York. 


KARL HUTTER’S 
Patent Lightning 


Bottle Stoppers 


Also a Full Assortment of 
LAGER AND WEISS BEER. 
WINE AND BRANDY BOTTLES. 
SpgciaL ATTENTION Parp To Orpers WitH NAME 

Brown In Tue Borttes. 


A Large Selection Of Bottler’s Supplies, 
KARL HUTTER, 
185 Bowery, New York. 


gsPBCr BRE yy, ep 
Cor. 11th & Oxford Sts., - 


4 PHILADELPHIA. 


4S ae \ 













Is especially adapted for Cp 
Bottling and Export. 











JAME ES M. BELL & COo., 
31 Broadway, New York. 
Price, Per Case, (One Dozen)................++- $6.00 


D. G. YUENGLING, JR.’S 


EXTRA FINE 


DOUBLE BEER 


competes with the best of Imported Brands. 


BREWERY, 
NEWLY BUILT, WITH ALL THE MODERN IMPROVE 
MENTS, 


Cor. 128th St. and l0th Ave., N. Y. 
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PUCK. 











No. 194 FIFTH AVENUE, 
Under Fifth Ave. Hotel. 
No. 212 BROADWAY, 
Corner Fulton Street. 


STYLES ARE CORRECT!! 





ANOX, 


THE HATTER'S 


WORLD RENOWNED 


ENGLISH HATS, 
“‘Martin’s” Umbrellas. 
‘““DENTS” GLOVES. 
Foreign Novelties, 


QUALITY—THE BEST!! “= 





Agents for the sale of these remarkable }-¥ AQ "¥"@&¥% can be found in every city in the U. S. 





Established 1838. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


urer 8 and Dealers in 
Watche~, Diamonds, Jewelry, 
Solid Silver & Plated Wares, 
CANAL STREET, 

Bet.S. 5th Ave. & Wooster St., New York 
Bargains in every department. 

American Watches, $7. Stem Winders, $12. 
Solid 14 k. Gold American Stem Winder, 
Diamond Studs, $10 and upwards. Wedding 
Rings, $3and upwards. The ‘argestassortmentof 
Jewelry at lowest prices. Repairing of “trig <4 
¥ scription neatly executed. Goods sent C. O. D 
any part of the U.S. New Ilustrated Price List. 


MANHATTAN BEACH. 


STEAMER SYLVAN GROVE, 
Connecting with 
TRAINS VIA GREENPOINT 
Leaves Pier foot of 23d St., East River, for MANHATTAN 
st 245, 9:45, 10:45 A. M., and half-hourly from 11:15 A. M. 
to 8:45 

Trains man Manhattan Beach at 7:35, 10, 11:05 A. M., 12:05, 
12:30, 1:05 P. M., and 15 and 30 minutes past each hour ‘ill 8:30 

P.M, 9:05, :30 and 10:35 P. M. 

“aha >». BR. MARTIYV and THOS. COLLYER, 
connecting with trains via BAW RIDGE, leave Pier foot of 
WHITEHALL ST., terminus of elevated roads, half-hourly from 
9:10 A M. to g:z0 P.M. Trains leave Manhattan Beach at 8: 10, 
g:10 A, M., and half-hourly from 10:10 A, M. to 10:10 P, M. 


GRAND CONCERTS BY GILMORE’S FAMOUS BAND, as- 
sisted by WALTER EMERSON, —7 os and other eminent 
soloists, under the direction - Mr. P. . GILMORE, EVERY 
AFTERNOON and EVENIN ; 


GRAND DISPLAY OF FIRE-WORKS by the 
ALEXANDRA EXHIBITION COMPANY, under the 
superintendence of Mr. JAMES PAIN, of London, 
EVERY SATURDAY EVENING. 


AIRY-LAND AT MANHATTAN BEACH EVERY 
Tuesday and Thursday evening, weather permitting. 
Excursion Tickets for Manhattan Beach at all Elevated Rail- 


way Stations. Price, Sixty Cents. 
vy oWlis, « 
eet EW uN 


‘suoet Bano 


"BEAD EDGE’ 
+CUFFS: 
ALWAYS GIVE 


SATISFACTION 
THE BEST MADE 


P'S SHIRT 


ALWAYS THE BEST. 


KE 


KEEP’S PATENT PARTLY MADE SHIRTS, 
for $6; ey finished. 
MEEP’S cusrom SHIRTS, Perfect Fitting, to mea- 
sure, 6 for ro 

The best assortment of FANCY SHIRTINGS in French 

Penangs and Scotch Cheviots to be found in the city. 
NDERWEAR in Gauze, Gossamer and Summer Merino; 

JEAN DRAWERS, best quality, (white twilled.) 

- LISLE THREAD GLOVES (best lemported) at lowest 
oe: COLLARS, CUFFS, HANDKERCHIEFS, 
OSIERY , NECK WEAR,. JEWELRY, UMBREL- 


LAS. &c. 
Heep Manufacturing Co., 


112 TREMONT STREET, BOSTON. 
637 & 1198 BROADWAY, and 80 NASSAU ST., N. Y. 


NICOLL The Tailor, 


620 Broadway, near Houston Street, 


AND 
189 to 151 Bowery, New York. 
Pants to order...... ..... +. to $10. 
Suits to order.............. $15. to $40. 
Fall and Winter Overcoats, from $14. up. 
Samples with instructions for SELF-MEASUREMENT sent free to 
every part of the United States. 


















































JOSEPH GILLOTTS 


STEEL: PENS — 


AL PARIS EXPO SITION-1878, 








A LAND TORTOISE was captured in an adjoin- 
ing county a few days ago that was a remark- 
able curiosity. The date carved on its back 
was ‘‘1880”—only one year ago. The carver 
could just as easily have cut 1770, but he was 
a newspaper man, and could n’t tell a lie. All 
the same it is thought the tdértoise is about four 
hundred years, eight months, and fifteen days 
old.—Norristown Herald. 

ADVICE to young men: When you are told 
a story, my son, never remark: ‘‘ That isn’t the 
way I heard it,” etc. Don’t you know that 
stories are told to give pleasure to the teller and 
not to the hearer ?— Boston Transcript. 

THERE is no moment in human life when 
man realizes that he is so truly noble as just 
after he has punched the head of the fellow who 
has called his girl a red-headed cauliflower.— 
N. ¥. Commercial Advertiser. 

A SHARK recently caught in New York har- 
bor had a flask and a pack of cards in his 
pocket. A telegram was immediately sent to 
Long Branch to inquire who was missing.— 
Boston Post. 

A LEARNED writer asserts that ‘‘ Heaven keeps 
our lights burning asieep.” Well, it does look 
that when the figures on a gas bill stare the 
average citizen in the face.—Detroit Free Press, 

‘‘ HELL AFLOAT” is what they call a steam- 
boat excursion out of New York. The revised 
edition doesn’t appear to be accepted as the 
standard in that city.—orristown Herald, 

A Berks county milkman has become con- 
verted, and can no longer bear to sell milk 
that looks very blue. He has ordered a pair of 
yellow spectacles.— Philadelphia News. 

Oscar WILDE has been invited to visit Bos- 
ton. Picture a man who dines on a glass of 
water and a lily sitting down to a dinner «f 
pork and beans, - Buffalo Express. 





[Fort Wayne, (Ind.) S :ntinel.} 
Will Wonders Ever Cease P 
Mr. John G. Fledderman, the well-known Merchant 
Tailor, in Union Block, writes: “I was a sufferer for 
many years with Neuralgia and Rheumatism, and found 
no relief until I tried St. Jacobs Oil. After using two 
bottles I was entirely cured.” 





Do not forget to add to your Lemonade or Soda ten drops cf 
Angostura Bitters. It imparts a delicious flavor and pre- 
vents all Summer Diseases. Be sure to get the genuine Angostura 
manufactured by DR. J. G. B. SIEGERT & SONS. 





PRINCIPAL DEPOT OF 


EUROPEAN MINERAL WATERS. 


ollinasis, Hunyadi, Carlsbad, Ems, Friedrichshall, 
oAPE tibler, Hom burg, Kronthal, Kissingen, Marienbad, Piillna- 
Schwalbach, Selters, Taunus, Vichy, Birmensdorf, Wilhelms- 
quelle, and fifty others. 
DEPOT FOR ALL AMERICAN WATERS. 
Bottlers of Rinciter’s New York, Cincinnati, Toledo and Mil- 
waukee Beer. Agents for 
G EBRUEDER> wys Geisenheim. Rhine Wines. 
TH. LAMARQUE & CO., Bordeaux. Clarets. 
DUBOIS FRERE & CAGNION, Cognac. Brandies. 
P. SCHERER & CoO., 
48 Barclay Street, New York. 
/ 


ED 


The Bicycle has proved itself to be a perma- 
ANS. I 
| ANS A\ 









~ 


i 


—— 


in daily use is rapidly increasing. Professional 
and business men, seekers after health or pleas- 
ure, all join in bearing witness to its merits. 
Send 3c. stamp for catalogue with price list) 
THE POPE M’F’G Co., 
46 Summer St., Boston, Mass. 


DO YOUR OWN PRINTING 


Presses and outfits 
Over 2,000 erree oft ~~ tH and 
reduced price list free, 


H. HOOVER, Phila., Pa. 
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nent, practical road vehicle, and the number 
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Bios road Broadway, New York. Send for 
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The Greatest Healing Agent and 
Pain Conqueror in the World. 





Beware of Counterfeits and Imitations! 


BOKER’S BITTERS. 


The best Stomach Bitters known, containing most valu- 
able medicinal properties in all cases of Bowe] complaints; 
a sure specific agains. = pepsia, Fever and Ague, &c. A 
fine cordial initself, +: en pure. Itis also most excellent 
for mixing with other cordials, wines, &c. Comparatively 
the cheapest Bitters in existence 

L, FUNKE, Jr., Sole Agent, P. 0. Box 1029, 78 John St.. N. Y. 





PERMANENTLY CURES 


KIDNEY DISEASES 
LIVER COMPLAINTS, 
pena and —— 


R. H. Clark, South Hero, Vt. 
dey Sroublen it hat acted ho ea chara it 


pletely, cured me. 
CG Hogabon,o of Berkshire ‘One pack- 
age —— wonders: for me ot me th 60 pcomplstely cur- 


ing agevere Li 


winter WHY? 


Because it acts on the oven Sewell BOWELS 
and KIDNEYS at the same time. 
Because it cleanses the system of the poison- 
ous humors that develope in Kidney and Uri- 
nary Diseases, Biliousness, Jaundice, Consti- 
pation, Piles, or in Rheumatism, Neuralgia 
Nervous Disorders and Female Complaints. 
tar It is put up in Br7 Voqueatie Form, in 


tin one packa: ich makes six q 
of medicine. Piiiso in Liquid Form ver — 
pre- 


centrated f ht nose that cann 
orit acts with equal efficiency in either form. 
GET IT AT THE DRUGGISTS. PRICE, $1.00 
WELLS, RICHARDSON & CO., Prop’s, 
+ & (Will send the dry post-paid.) BURLINGTON, VT. 





AMERICAN 


Star Soft Capsules. 


CHEAPEST, QUICKEST, SUREST, BEST, 
AND MOST RELIABLE SOFT CAPSULES. 
Genuine Onty IN 
Metalhc Boxes, Star Stamped on Cover, with 
Blue Wrapper with Star Monogram. 

Victor E. Mauger & Petrie, 
110 Reade Street, New York. 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours. For particulars address with stamp to 
H. EICKHORN, No. 6 St. Marks Place, New York. 














$5 to. $20 | eters RAs & os wetland "Males. -_ 


































































































DECKER 


BROTHERS: 


PIANOS, 


33 UNION SQUARE, N. Y. 


WEBER. 


MANUFACTURER OF , 
GRAND, SQUARE and UPRIGHT 


LYVPIEAIN O SS. 


Prices reasonable. Terms easy. 
WAREROOMS: 


5th Ave. and West 16th St., New York. 


THE ORGUINETTE 











Is THE MOST WONDERFUL MUSIC- — IN 
STRUMENT IN THE WOR: 


IT PLAYS EVERYTHING—SACRED, SECULAR 
AND POPULAR 


IT IS A MARVEL OF CHEAPNESS, AND THE KING OF 
MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS! 


Large Pipe Organs, Pianos and | and Reed .- may all be seen 
operating mechanically as Orguir ettes, sical Cabinets, and 


Cabinettos, at the most novel and interesting music warerooms 
in the world. 


No. 831 Broadway, 


Between 12th and 13th Sts., NEW YORK. 


THE MECHANICAL ORGUINETTE Co. 


Sole Manufacturers and Patentees. a@@> Send for Cirealar. 


DECKER'S 


POOL and BILLIARD TABLES, 


with Patent Corded Edge Cushions, warranted ae 
to all others, and sold at low prices and on easy terms. 
Good second had tables always on hand. 


WAREROOMS, 726 BROADWAY.NEW YORK. 


USE 
MORGAN'S 


HAND SAPOLID 


The Best Toilet and Bath Soap 
in the he World. 


Removes Tan, tee and All Stains, 
Leaving -the Skin Soft and White. 














H. WALDSTEIN, 


EXPERT OPTICIAN, 


41 Union Square, New York. 
Eves Fitrep witn Surrasce GLassgs. Consultation, inquir ry 
and ag, solicited from those whose sight.is :mpaire 
Fiztp, Mariwg, Opera and Tourtrts GLassss “of superior 
quality, and a choice assortment of Orricat Goons at erate 
Prices. Artifical Human Eyes. Send for Catalogue. 


™.. DO YOUR OWN PRINTING! 
mh, $3. Press for cards, &c, Self-inker $4. 
Larger sizes for business use, pleasure, boys 
Type setting ea: sy by —- instruction. Great 
money saver and money  - er. ag stamps 
or Catalogue of Presses, &c., to manu- 
ct’s Kelsey & Co., Mor eriden, Conn. 














ruc kK. 


PucK gives a cartoon on the exceeding sin- 
fulness of the pool-room and small fry betting 
generally. How about the big pools in grain 
and stocks, and the big betters called specu- 
lators? The little vices are virtues compared 
with these.—Camden Post. Puck is right, all 
the same. When you want to destroy a poison- 
ous weed the best way is to strike at its roots. 
The pool-room is where youth acquire their first 
lessons in the vice, and the transition to “ big 
betters called speculators” is natural and easy.— 
Norristown Herald, 


A DEapwoop man saw another reach for his 
hip-pocket, thought the fellow meant to draw a 
revolver on him, and so shot him dead. ‘Then 
he found that the man was about to draw a 
flask to treat him, and he much regretted his 
hasty act. But he remarked that the last wishes 
of the deceased should be carried out, and took 
a drink from the flask. Such a touching ex- 
ample of respect for the last wishes of the dead 
is seldom seen.—Bosion Post. 


One Herdic coach is in operation at Niagara 
Falls, and will be followed by others. ‘The 
fares from point to point are to be five and ten 
cents, according to length of route. If the 
driver of this vehicle is not in danger of death, 
we don’t know who is.— Boston Post, 


THE assertion that when a Chicago man com- 
mits a murder he is at once acquitted is false: 
he isn’t brought to trial.— Boston Post. Mistake. 
He is generally tried, smothered in bouquets, 
and elected to the first fat office in the gift of 
the people.— Commercial Advertiser. 

It is estimated that there are over 2,000,000 
cannibals in existence. This is not a pleasing 
fact; but the most mournful part of it is the 
reflection that there are not enough missionaries 
in this country to make them one good square 
meal.— Norristown Herald, 


‘*YounGc man, is your father a believer in 
spirits?” asked a teacher of one of her schol- 
ars. The boy simply answered: ‘‘ Gnome.” 
—Rome Sentinel. 


PauL DE CassaGNacCc has fought one hundred 
and ten duels in twenty-five years. Duels in 
France are conducive to longevity.— Naw Haven 
Register. 

. AN exchange says, ‘‘ we always put an ‘e’ in 
whiskey.” We always put a little sug—but, 
then, tastes differ.— Wheeling Leader. 


It is estimated of the oldest Mason that, if 
he was laid end to end, he would reach around 
the State.—. VY. Express. 


Ir is hard to persuade a man that a rich 
widow isn’t handsome,— Webster Times. 


(Chillicothe, (Ohio) Ross County Reg'ster. 7 
A Lady in the Matter. 


That ‘‘woman’s wit is often superior to man’s wis- 
dom ” was convincingly proved in a circumstance that 
occurred in this city recently. It appears that Mr. Lud- 
wig Schwarzler, a widely known Grocer on Station Road, 
suffered with a very painful rheumatic headache to such a 
degree, that he was obliged to seek the aid of a physician. 
All medicines he used were of no avail. This induced 
Mrs. Schwarzler to buy St. Jacobs Oil. She procured a 
bottle for her husband. With the second application he 
found relief. The pain left him, and he is as well as 
ever again. A remedy acting as promptly as this cer- 
tainly deserves universal patronage. 
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Send one, two, three, or five dol- 
lars for a sample box, by express, cf 
the best Candies in America. put up 
elegantly and strictly pure. Reters 
to all Chicago. Address, 


C.F GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison Street, Chicago. 
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FICTION. 


THE BEST STORY PAPER 
PUBLISHED. 


Complete Stories ir Every Number. 





Wo. S Contains: 
JEANNE—Chapters X. to XIII.—(ito be continued), 
A SPLENDID PLAN—(Complete). 
Money From Homre—(Complete). 
HAIDEE’s MARRIAGE — (Complete). 
MEROPE’S MITTENS— Part I.—(To be concluded). 
Wuat Was LErt IN THE Pass—(Complete). 
A WHITE SQUALL-- (Complete). 
LOVE Is BLIND—Chapters IX. to XIII. 


FOR SALE EVERYWHERE. 


Should there be any difficulty in obtaining FicTion 
from your news agent it will be forwarded to any 
address on application to 


KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN., 
21 & 23 WARREN ST., N. Y. 


PUBLISHED EVERY MONDAY. 


Single Numbers 10c. Yearly Subscription $4.00. 


What the STAR’S ‘‘Man About Town” 
says of 


FICTION. 


The new story paper, called FICTION, published by the 
enterprising proprietors of PUCK, is out to-day, and justi- 
fies the expectations excited by the advertisements. It 
contains three continued novels, and two complete novel- 
ettes; is the size of Harper’s Franklin Square issues, 
and very handsomely printed upon good white paper. 
FIcrion is written by Americans for Americans; it is 
clear, wholesome, pure and clever, and ought to cut into 
the sales of the old English reprints and bad French 
translations which make up the so-called ‘libraries ” now 
so popular.— WV. Y. Star, Sunday, August 28th, 1881. 


IMPERIAL GERMAN MAIL 
North German Lloyd 


STEAMSHIP LINE between 


BY ween New York, Southampton & Bremen 
A j= Sailing every Saturday. 
fa “ Company’ s Pier, foot of Second Street, Hoboken. 
...- Saturday, Sept. 3d ELBE. Wednesday, Sept. 14th 
RHEIN.. “Saturday, Sept. roth | NECKAR.....Sat., Sept. 17th 
Rates of passage from NEW YORK to SOUT HAMPTON, 
HAVRE, or BREME 
First Cabin, $100; Second Cabin, re Seem $30. 
Return tickets at reduced rates. Prepaid Steerage Certificates, $28 
OELRICHS & CO., General Agents, No. 2 Bowling Green. 





















THE SURPRISE BOUQUET. 


Iver Our, awp rue Best Practica Joxz oy Tax Season. 


This beautifal Button-hole Bouquet is made ot Artificial Flowers and 
Leaves, wh ch so closely resemble natural flowers that not one person 
in a thousand woald detect the difference. After placing the Bouquet 
in your button-hole you :all the attention of a friend to its beauty and 


e. He will very naturally step forward and smell) of it, when, 


to his utter astonishment, a fine stream of water will be thrown into his 
face. Where the water comes from is a mystery, as ycucan have your 
hands at your side or bchind you, and not touch the Bouquet in any 
manner. You can give one dozen or more persons a shower bath with- 
out removing the Bouquet from your button-hole, and after the water is 
exhausted it can be im:ncdiately refilled without removing it from 
yourcout. Cologne can be used in place of water when desired. We 
have many funny things in our stock, but nothing that equals this. 

Price, all complete in a beautiful box, with full printed instructions, 
only SO cents, or four Bouquets for WU ws mail, eee. Postage 
stamps accepted ‘for amounts lees than 

EUREKA TRICK AN A, NOVELTY co., 

Dox 4614. 87 W 


arren Street, New York. 











perecee_, en ~~~ = 


RVC ARE SENS 
Sa AtoTHE 
Bore! 








’ MAYER. MERKEL & OTTMANN, LITH. 23-25 WARREN ST. N.Y 
OFFICE OF “PUCK"23 WARREN ST.NEW YORK. 


PATENT-MEDICINES. 





